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SilVAGE AND EASINGW0»1I> 



REMARKS. 



Soadiern, the author of this tragedy, was bom in 
Dublin, in the year of the restoration, and received 
his education at the university there. He then came 
to England, and entered himself in the Middle Tem* 
pie, 'as student of the law : but he negk*ctcd thb study 
for the fame of writing plays, and soon after, wholly 
relinquished it for the adventures of the army. He 
was patronized by James the Second, when Duke of 
York, and served under that monarch, as captain, 
against the Duke of Monmouth. 

Dryden being asked, whose genius, as a poet, 
Southern resembled, compared him to Otway. Every 
reader will own the comparison just, for they have 
both unbounded force in the description of poignant 
grief. 

The present drama, independent of its own worth, 
will be ever memorable for having introduced to 
the admiration of a London audience, — Mrs. Siddons. 
Who will allege, that mental powers have no 
charm in the female sex? Mrs. Siddons performed 
on the London stage, in the prime of youth and bloom 
of beauty, yet was totally neglected. She came a few 
years after, with judgment for her aid, and was enthu- 
siastically worshipped. 

Woe, bitterest woe, must be gracefully imitated in 

thejust/>erfonnance of Isabella: but o^ svjicXvvcwvXa.- 

thn, and of all those delightful sensaUons^viViAC^CL vxvss 

b2 



4 REMARKS. 

from beholding fictitious sorrow, the audience of the 
metropolis had been for many years deprived, by the 
want of skilful tragedians, when she appeared, — she 
enchanted all the town by her ^' well painted passion,'' 
and established in the dramatic world, the long lost 
prerogative of sighs and tears. 

The characters which surround Isabella, are merely 
placed there by the author, to give effect to all she 
says and does. Insignificant as those personages are 
in themselves, they produce with her so happy a 
combination, that a most powerful tragedy is the re- 
sult of their joint services. 

Beyond the deepest pain, felt by an audience for 
Isabella's grief, there is a pang almost insupportable, 
which proceeds from her gratitude. The author has 
in no part of the tragedy more effectually wrung the 
hearts of those, who possess nice sensibility, than where 
this poor widow is overcome by kindness, to render 
herself additionally wretched, rather than be ungrateful* 

" This generosity will ruin me."— ^" I am content- 
ed to be miserable, but not this way." These are 
sentences more pathetic to those, who feel acutely 
the weight of obligations, than any she pronoimces. 

) Those very auditors are equally vivid in their 
sensations towards her faults, as her virtues ; and 
shrink from the unjustifiable manner with which she 
treats men who come to demand their right ; calling 
them " rav'ning bloodhounds." A character, only 
half as amiable as the author meant her to appear, 
cou}d not conduct herself towards her creditors, but 
fFj'th the most profound respect. InA^d v^^ \5a)o^%. 



REMARKS. 5 

largely indebted to any one amongst these men, 
and had not the means of payment, — amoral argu- 
ment, perhaps, could prove, she was bound as much 
in honour to marry him for value received, as to mar- 
ry Villeroy. 

This play is censured by some critics for its comic 
scenes ; — the tragic are so much superior, they want 
more of the last, and none of the first. But, more 
of Isabella, exquisite as she is, might cause satiety. 
The author in his work has given variety, and that 
variegated scene which nature gives. 

Southern wrote no less than ten plays ; of which, 
only this tragedy, and his Oroonoko, are remembered 
to the author's reputation. 

He lived to the age of eighty-eight, and passed 
his latter days in retired serenity, having acquired, 
by his industry and strict economy, a considerable 
fortune. He was the first who increased the ad- 
vantage of dramatic authors, by obtaining, in ad- 
dition to the first, a second and third night for 
their emolument. He also raised the price of pro- 
logues, having given seven guineas to Dryden, on 
his demand of that sum, for a prologue, which, till 
then, had only been rated at five*. These occur- 
rences gk\e occasion to the following lines of Pope : 

** Southern,, born to raise. 

The price of prologues and of plays." 

* Johnson says only three. Gibber says seven was given. 
It has been thought proper here, to name the m«^t. ^^ti\^^ 
sum. 
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ISABELLA. 



ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE I. 

Street. 

Enter Villeroy and Carlos. 

Car, This constancy of yours, will establish an im- 
mortal reputation among the women. 

ViL If it would establish me with Isabella 

Car. Follow heri follow her : Troy town was won 
at last. 

Vil. I have foUow'd her these seven years, and now 
but live in hopes. 

Car. But live in hopes ! Why, hope is the ready 
road, the lover's baiting place; and for aught you 
know, but one stage short of the possession of your 
mistress. 

Vil. But my hopes, I fear, are more of my own 
making tJian her's; and proceed rather from my wishes, 
than any encouragement she has given me. 

Car. That I can't tell : the sex is very various : 
there are no certain measures to be prescribed or fol- 
lowed, in making our approaches to the women. All 
that we have to do, I think, is to attempt them in the 
weakest part. Press them but liaid) asvd \!ms^ ^^ ^ 
fall under the necessity of a sutreniRi «X\^\.* ^W^aX 
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favour comes at once ; and sometimes when we least 
expect it. 

Vil, I'm going to visit her. 

Car. What interest a brother-in-law can have with 
her depend upon. 
. Vil. I Jcnow your interest, and I thank you. 

Car. You are prevented ; see the mourner comes : 
She weeps, as seven years were seven hours ; 
So fresh, unfading, is the memory 
Of my poor brother s, Biron's, death : 
I leave you to your opportunity. [Exit Villeroy. 
Though I have taken care to root her from our house, 

I would transplant her into Villeroy's 

There is. an evil fate that waits upon her. 
To which I wish him wedded — only him : 
His upstart family, with haughty brow, 
(Though Villeroy and myself are seeming friends) 
Looks down upon our house ; his sister too, 
Whose hand I ask'd, and was with scorn refus'd, 

Lives in my breast, and fires me to revenge. 

They bend this way. 

Perhaps, at last, she seeks my father's doors ; 

The^ shall be shut, and he prepar'd to give 

The beggar and her brat a cold reception. 

That boy's an adder in my path — they come, 

ril stand apart, and watch their motions. [Exit 

Enter Villeroy Awrf Isabella, with her Child. 

Isa. Why do you follow me ? you know I am 
A bankrupt every way ; too far engag'd 
Ever to make return : I own you have been * 
More than a brother to me, my friend : 
And at a time when friends are found no more, 
A friend to my misfortunes. 

Vil. I must be > 

Ahvays your friend. 
^o". I have knowriy and found you 
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Truly my friend : and would I could be youri ; 
But the unfortunate cannot be friends : 
Pray be gone, 
Take warning, and be happy. 

VU. Happiness ! 

There's none for me without you. ^ 

What serve the goods of fortune for ? To raise 
My hopes, that you at last will share them with me, 

Isa. I must not hear you. 

ViL Thus, at this awful distance, I have serv'd 
A seven years' bondage — Do I call it bondage, 
When I can never wish to be redeem'd ? 
No, let me rather linger out a life 
Of expectation, that you may be mine. 
Than be restor'd to the indifference 
Of seeing you, without this pleasing pain: 
I've lost myself, and never would be found. 
But in these arms. 

Isa. Oh, I have heard all this ! 

But must no more the charmer is no more : 

My buried husband rises in the face 

Of my dear boy, and chides me for my stay : 

Canst thou forgive me, child ? 

Vil. AVhat can I say ! 
The arguments that make against my hopes 
Prevail upon my heart, and fix me more ; 
Those pious tears, you hourly throw away 
Upon the grave, have all their quick'ning charms, 
And more engage my love, to. make you mine : - 
When yet a virgin, free, and undispos'd, 
I lov'd, but saw you only with mine eyes ; 
I could not reach the beauties of your soul : 
I have since \Wd in contemplation. 
And long experience, ofyour growing goodness : 
What then was passion, is my judgment now, 
Through all the several changes of yout \\i<&) 
CoD&rm'd and settled in adoring you. 
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• 

Isa, Nay, then I must be gone. If you are my 
friend, 
If you regard my little interest, 
No more of this. 

Fm going to my father ; he needs not an excuse 
To use me ill : pray leave me to the trial* 

Vil. I'm only bom to be what you would have me, 
The creature of your power, and must obey ; 
In every thing obey you. I am going : 
But all good fortune go along with you. [Exit, 

Isa, I shall need all your wishes [Knocks. 

Lock'd ! and fast ! 

Where is the charity that us*d to stand 

In our forefathers' hospitable days 

At great men's doors, 

Like the good angel of the family, 

With open arms taking the needy in. 

To feed and clothe, to comfort and relieve them ? 

Now even their gates are shut against their poor, 

[She knocks again. 

Enter Sampson. 

Samp. Well, what's to do now, I trow ? You knock 
as loud as if you were invited ; and that's more than 
I heard of ; but I can tell you, you may look twice 
about you for a welcome in a great man's family, be- 
fore you find it, unless you bring it along with 
you. 

Isa. I hope I do, sir. 
Is your lord at home ? 

Samp, My lord at home ! 

Isa, Count Baldwin lives here still ? 

Samp, Ay, ay, Count Baldwin does live here ; and 
I am his porter ; but what's that to the purpose, good 
woman, of my lord's being at home ? 

Jsa, Why, don't you know me, friend ? 
Saj^jt?. Not J, not I, mistress ; 1 may Y«in^ wssi -^qssl 
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before, or so ; but men of employment must forget 
dieir acquaintance ; especially such as we are never 
to be the better for. [Going to shut the door. 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. Handsomer words would become you, and 
mend your manners, Sampson : do you know who 
you prate to ? 

Isa, I am glad you know me, Nurse. 

Nurse. Marry, Heav'n forbid, madam, that I should 
ever forget you, or my little jewel : pray go in [Isa- 
bella goes in with her Child.] Now my blessing go 
along with you, wherever you go, or whatever you 
are about. Fie, Sampson, how couldst thou be such 
asaracen? A Turk would have been a better christian, 
than to have done so barbarously by so good a lady. 

Samp. Why look you, Nurse, I know you of old : 
by your good will, you would have a finger in every 
body's pye, but mark the end on't ; if I am called to 
account about it, I know what I have to say. 

Nurse. Marry come up here ; say your pleasure, 
and spare not. Refuse his eldest son's widow and 
poor child, the comfort of seeing him ? She does not 
trouble him so often. 

Samp. Not that I am against it, Nurse, but we are 
but servants, you know . we must have no likings, but 
our lord's, and must do as we are ordered. But what 
is the business. Nurse ? You have been in the family 
before I came into the world : what's the reason, pray, 
tiiat this daughter-in-law,who has so good a report in 
eveiy body's mouth, is so little set by, by my lord ? 

Nurse. Why, I tell you, Sampson, more or less: 111 
tell the truth, that's my way, you know, without ad* 
ding or diminishing. 

Samp. Ay, marry, NuFse. 

Nurse. My lord's etdest son, Biron by "Mcnve, >^^ 
^n of his hoeam, and the son that \ie vjo>3\^\vk^^ 
*v'd best, if he bad as many a« teii, Y^wton* ^^ 
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Troy. This Biron, as t wassaying, was a lovely 
sweet gentleman, and indeed, nobody could blame his 
father for loving him : he was a son for the king of 
Spain ; Heaven bless him, for I was his nurse. But 
now I come to the point, Sampson ; this Biron, with- 
out asking the advice of his friends, hand over head, 
as young men will have their vagaries, not having the 
fear of his father before his eyes, as I may say, wil- 
fully marries this Isabella. 

Samp. How, wilfully! he should have had her con- 
sent, methinks. 

Nurse, No, wilfully marries her ; and which was 
wor^, after she had settled all her fortune upon a 
nunnery, which she broke out ,of to run away with 
him. They say they had the church's forgiveness, but 
I had rather it had been his father^s. 

Samp. Why, in good truth, and I think our young 
master was not in die wrong but in marrying without 
a portion. 

Nurse. That was the quarrel, I believe, Sampson : 
upon this, my old lord would never see him : disinhe- 
rited him; took his younger brother, Carlos, into fovour, 
whom he never cared for before ; and, at last, forced 
Biron to go to the siege of Candy, where he was killed. 
Samp, Alack a-day, poor gentleman. 
Nurse, For which my old lord hates her, as if she 
had been the cause of his going thither. 

JSamp, Alas, poor lady ! she has suffered for it ; she 
has lived a great while a widow. 

Nurse. A great while indeed, for a young woman, 
Sampson. 

Samp. Gad so! here they come ; I won't venture to 
be seen. .[^^^ retire. 

Enter Count Balh^iv yfolhwed hy Isabella and 

her Child. 

C. Bald, Whoever of your friends directed you, 
~ ^isguided, and abus'd you ^There's your way : 
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What could you expect from me ? 

Isa. Oh, I have nothing to expect on earth ! 
But misery is very apt to talk : 
I thought I might be heard. 

C. Bald. What can you say ? 
Is there in eloquence, can there be in words 
A reparation of the injuries, 
The great calamities, that you have brought 
On me, and mine ? You have destroy'd those hopes 
I fondly rais'd, through my declining life, 
To rest my age upon ; and most undone me. 
Isa. I nave undone myself too. 
C. Bald, Speak it again ; 
Say still you are undone ; and I will hear you, 
With pleasure hear you. 

Isa. Would my ruin please you? 
C. Bald. Beyond all other pleasures. 
Isa, Then you are pleas'd — for I am most un- 
done, 
C. Bald, I pray'd but for revenge, and HeaVn has 
heard, 
And sent it to my wishes : these grey hairs 
Would have gone down in sorrow to the grave, 
Which you have dug for me, without the thought. 
The thought of leaving you more wretched here. 

Isa. Indeed I am most wretched — 
I lost with Biron all the joys of life : 
But now its last supporting means are gone. 
All the kind helps that Heav'n in pity rais'd, 
In charitable pity to our wants. 
At last have left us : now bereft of all, 
But this last trial of a cruel father. 
To save us both from sinking. Oh, my child ! 
Kneel with me, knock at nature in his heart : 
Let the resemblance of a once lov'd son 
Speak in this little one, who never viToti^i'^QM^ 
And plead the fatherless and Vidovi^^ c«a)a>^* . 
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Oh, if you ever hope to be forgiven, 

Forget our faults, that Heaven may pardon yours ! 

C. Bald. How dare you mention Heav'n ! Call to 
mind 
Your perjur'd vows ; your plighted, broken feith 
To Heav'n, and all thmgs holy; were you not 
Devoted, wedded to a life recluse, 
The sacred habit on, profess'd and sworn, 
A votary for ever? Can you think 
The sacrilegious wretch, that robs the shrine, 
Is thunder proof? 

Isa. There, there, began my woes. 
Oh ! had I never seen my Biron's face. 
Had he not tempted me, I had not fall'n. 
But still continued innocent and free 
Of a bad world, which only he had poVr 
To reconcile, and make me try again. 

C. Bald. Your own inconstancy, 
Reconcil'd you to the world : 
He had no hand to bring you back again. 
But what you gave him. Circe, you prevail'd 
Upon his honest mind, transforming him 
From virtue, and himself, into what shapes 
You had occasion for; and what he did 
Was first inspired by you. 

Isa. Not for myself — for I am past the hopes 

Of being heard — but for this innocent 

And then I never will disturb you more. 

C. Bald. I almost pity the unhappy child : 
But being yours 

Isa. Look on him as your son's ; 
And let his part in him answer for mine. 
Oh, save, 'defend him, save him from the wrongs 
That fall upon the poor ! 

C. Bald. It touches nie 

And I will save him — But to keep him safe, 
Never come near him more. 
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Isa. What ! take him from me ! 
No, we must never part. 
I live but in my child. 
Noy let me pray in vain, and beg my bread 
From door to door, to feed his daily wants. 
Rather than always lose him. 

C. Baid. Then have your child, and feed him with 
your prayer. 

Isa. Then Heaven have mercy on me ! 

[Exit, with ChUd. 

C, Bald, You rascal, slave, what do I keep you for? 
How came this woman in ? 

Samp. Why, indeed, my lord, I did as good as tell 
her before, my thoughts upon the matter 

C. Bald. Did you so, sir ? Now then tell her mine; 
Tell her I sent you to her. 

Begone, go all together — I shall be glad to hear of 
you : but never, never see me more — 

[He drives them off before him. 



ACT THE SECOND. 

ICENE I. 

The Street. 
Enter Villerot and Carlos, meeting. 



Vil. My friend, I fear to ask — but Isabella 

The lovely widow's tears, her orphan's cries. 
Thy ^Either must feel for them 'No, I read, 

I read their cold reception in thine eyes 

Thou pitie§t them — though Baldwm— \j\X\%\|^Okv!» 

• « 2 
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For Carlos' sake ; thou art no son of his. 
There needs not this to endear thee more to me. 

[Embrace, 

Car, My Villeroy, the fatherless, the widow, 
Are terms not understood within these gates— — 
You must forgive him ; sir, he thinks this woman 

Is Biron's fate, that hurried him to death 

I must not think on't, lest my friendship stagger. 
My friend's, my sister's mutual advantage 
Have reconcila my bosom to its task. 

ViL Advantage ! think not I intend to raise 
An interest from Isabella's wrongs. 
Your father may have interested ends 
In her undoing ^ but my heart has none ; 
Her happiness must be my interest, 
And that I would restore. 

Car, Why so I mean. 
These hardships, that my father la5rs upon her, 
I'm sorry for, and wish I could prevent ; 
But he will have his way. Since there's no hope 
From her prosperity, her cha,nge of fortune 
May alter the condition of her thoughts. 
And make for you. 

Vil, She is above her fortune. 

Car, Try her again. Women commonly love 
According to the circumstances they are in. 

ViL Common women may. 
No, though I live but in the hopes of her, 
And languish for th' enjoyment of those hopes ; 
I'd rather pine in a consuming want 
Of what I wish, than have the blessing mine^ 
From any reason but consenting love. 
Oh ! let me never have it to remember, 
I could betray her coldly to comply : 
When a clear gen'rous choice bestows her on me, 
I know to value the unequall'd gift : 
/ would not have it, but to vaiue U. 
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Qtr, Take your own way ; remember, what I o^br^d 
Came from a friend. 

VU. I understand it so. 
Ill serve her for herself, without the thought 
Of a reward. [Exit* 

Car. Agree that point between you. 
If you marry her any way^ you do my business. 
I know him — What his gen rous soul intends 

Ripens my plots — I'll first to Isabella. 

I must keep up appearances with her too. [Exii, 



SCENE n. 

House. 

Isabella and Nurse discovered. Isabella's 

Son at play. 

Isa. Sooner, or later, all things pass away. 
And are no more. The beggar and the king. 
With equal steps, tread forward to their end : 
The reconciling grave 

Swallows distinction first, that made us foes ; 
Then all alike lie down in peace together. 

\Weeping. 

Nurse. Good madam, be comforted. 

Isa. Do I deserve to be this outcast wretch ; 
Abandon'd thus, and lost ? But 'tis my lot. 
The will of HeaVn, and I must not complain : 
I will not for myself: let me bear all 
The violence of your wrath ; but spare my child : 
Let not my sins be visited on him : 
They are ; they must ; a general ruin falls 
On every thing about me : thou art lost. 
Poor Nurse, by being near me. 

Nurse. I can work, of beg, to do you setvic^* 

Jsa. Could I forget 
What I have been, 1 might tVie bett^flc \ieat 

c3 
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What I am destin'd to. Wild hurrying thoughts 
Start every way from my distracted soul, 
To find out. hope, and only meet despair. 
What answer have I ? 

Enter Sampson. 

Samp. Why, truly, very little to the purpose : like 
a Jew as he is, he says you have had more already 
than the jewels are worth : he wishes you would 
rather think of redeeming 'em, than expect any more 
money upon 'cm. [£xiY Sampson. 

Isa. So : — Poverty at home, and debts abroad ! 
My present fortune bad ; my hopes yet worse ! 
What will become of me ! 
This ring is all I have left of value now ; 
Twas given me by my husband ; his first gift 
Upon our marriage : I've always kept it 
With my best care, the treasure next my life : 
And now but part with it to support life. 
Which only can be dearer. Take it, Nurse, 
Take care of it : 

Manage it as the last remaining friend 
That would relieve us. [Exit Nurse.] Heav'n can 
only tell 

Where we shall find another My dear boy ! 

The labour of his birth was lighter to me 
Than of my fondness now ; my fears for him 
Arc more, than in that hour of hovering death. 

They could be for myself He minds me not, 

His little sports have taken up his thoughts: 
Oh, may they never feel the pangs of mine. 
Tiiinking will make me mad : why must I think. 
When no thought brings me comfort ? 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse, Ob, madam! you are utterly niin'd and 
undone; your creditors of all kinds are com^ m xsi'^otv 
you : they have mustered up a legLmeBX oi xo%>a«»> 
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that are come to plunder your house^ and seize upon 
all you have in the world : they are below. What 
will you do, madam ? 

Isa. Do ! nothing ! no, for I am bom to suffer. 

Enter Carlos. 

Car. Oh, sister! can I call you by that name, 
And be the son of this inhuman man. 
Inveterate to your ruin ? Can you think 
Of any way that I may serve you in ? 
But what enrages most my sense of grief, 
My sorrow for your wrongs, is, that my father. 
Foreknowing well the storm that was to fall, 
Has ordered me not to appear for you. 

lia. I thank your pity; my poor husband fell 
For disobeying him ; do not you stay 
' To venture his displeasure too for me. 

Car, You must resolve on something — [Exk, 

Isa, Hark, they are coming; let the torrent roar : 
It can but overwhelm me in its fall ; 
And life and death are now alike to me. 

[Exeunt y the Nurse leading the Child, 



SCENE III. 

Antichamher in Isabella's House. 

Carlos and Villeroy, with Officers, 
Vil. No farther violence- 



The debt in all is but four thousand crowns : . 
Were it ten times the sum, I think ybu know 
My fortune very well can answer it. 
You have my word for this : III see yow i^a\^. 

Of. That's as much as we can desixe \ bo ^^ Vvi« 
(Ae money, no matter whence it coined* 
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Ft/. To-morrow you shall have it. 
Car, Thus far all's well 

Enter Isabella, and Nurse, with the Child. 

And now my sister comes to crown the work. [Aside. 

Isa. Where are these rav'ning blood-hounds, that 
pursue 
In a full cry, gaping to swallow me ! 
I meet your rage, and come to be devoured ; 
Say, which way are you to dispose of me ! . 
To dungeons, darkness, death ? 

Car, Have patience. 

Isa, Patience! 

Off, You'll excuse us, we are but in our office : 
Debts must be paid. 

Isa, My death will pay you all. [Distractedly. 

Off\ While there is law to be had, people will havt 
their own. 

Vil, 'Tis very fit they should ; but pray be gone. 
To-morrow certainly [Exefunt Officers. 

Isa, What of to-morrow ? 
Must I be reserved for fresh afflictions ? 

Vil, For long happiness of life, I hope. 

Isa, There is no hope for me. 
The load grows light, when we resolve to bear : 
I'm ready for my trial, 

Car, Pray be calm, 
And know your friends. 

Isa, My friends ? Have I a friend ? 

Car, A faithful friend ; in your extremest need, 
Villeroy came in to save you 

Isa, Save me ! How ? 

Car, By satisfying all your creditors. 

Isa, Which way? For what? 

Vil, Let me be understood, 
And then condemn me : you have ^ven me leaw 
To be your friend ; and in tViat obVj Tk»xsk& 
/-now appear before you. Ico^Adm^ 
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There had been no occasion of a friend, 
Because I know you hate to be oblig*d ; 
And still more loth to be oblig'd by me. 

Isa. Twas that I would avoid \Aside» 

VU. I'm most unhappy that my services 
Can be suspected to design upon you ; 
I have no farther ends than to redeem you 
From' fortune's wrongs ; to show myself at last, 
WJiat I have long profess'd to be, your friend : 
Allow me that ; and to convince you more, 
That I intend only your interest, 
Forgive what I have done, and in amends 
(If that can make you any, that can please you) 
111 tear myself for ever from my hopes, 
Stifle this flaming passion in my soul. 
And mention my unlucky love no more. 

Isa, This generosity will ruin me. [Asidc^ 

ViL Nay, if the blessing of my looking on you 
Disturbs your peace, I will do all I can 
To keep away, and never see you more. [Goings 

' Car, You must not go. 

ViL Could Isabella speak 
Those few short words, I should be rooted here, 
And never move but tipon her commands. 

Car. Speak to him, sister ; do not throw away 
A fortune that invites you to be happy. 
In your extremity he begs your love ; 
And has deser/d it nobly. Think upon 
Your lost condition, helpless and alone. 
Though now you have a friend, the time must come 
That you will want one ; him you may secure 
To be a friend, a father, a husband to you. 

Isa. A husband ! 

Car. You have discharg'd your duty to the 
dead, 
And to the living ! tis a wilfulness 
Not to give way to your necessities) 
That force you to this marriage. 
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Nur, What must become of this poor innocence ? 

[To the Child. 

Car, He wants a father to protect his youth. 
And rear him up to virtue : you must bear 
The future blame, and answer to the world. 
When you refuse the easy, honest means 
Of taking care of him. 

Isa, Do not think I need 
Your reasons, to confirm my gratitude ; 
I have a soul that's truly sensible 
Of your great worth, and busy to contrive, 

\To VlLLEROr. 
If possible, to make you a return. 

ViL Oh, easily possible ! 

Isa. It cannot be your way : my pleasures are 
Bur/d, and cold in my dead husband's grave ; 
And I should wrong the truth, myself, and you. 
To say that I can ever love again. 
I owe this declaration to myself: 
But as a proof that I owe all to you, 
If, after what I have said, you can resolve 
To think me worth your love — Where am I going ? 
You cannot think it ; 'tis impossible. 

ViL Impossible ! 

Isa. You should not ask me now, nor should I 
grant ; 
I am so much obliged, that to consent 
Would want a name to recommend the gift : 
'Twould show me poor, :ndebted, and compelFd, 
Designing, mercenary : and I know 
You would not wish to think I could be bought. 

Vil, Be bought ! where is the price that can pretend 
To bargain for you ? Not in Fortune's power. 
The joys of Heav'n, and love, must be bestow'd ; 
They are not to be sold, and cannot be deserv'd. 

Isa, Some other time 111 hear you '6n this subject. 

//Z Nay, then there is no time «o %X iox ine. 

YPoUtfoniai^Ktr. 
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Since yoa consent to hear me, hear me now ; 
That you may grant: you are above 

[Takes her hand. 
1|i» little forms which circumscribe your sex ; 
We differ but in time, let that be mine. 

Isa. You think fit 
To get the better of me, and you shall ; 
Since you will have it so I will be yours. 

VU. I take you at your word. 

Isa. I give you all. 
My hand ; and would I had a heart to give : 
But if it ever can return again, 
Tis wholly yours. 

ViL Oh, ecstacy of joy ! 
Leave that to me. If all my services, 
If all that man can fondly say or do, 
Can beget love, love shall be bom again. 
Oh, Carlos ! now ray friend, and brother too : 
And, Nurse, I have eternal {hanks for thee. 

[Exit Nurse and Child. 
This night you must be mine. 
Let me command in this, and all my life 
Shall be devoted to you. 

Isa. On your word, 
Never to press me to put off these weeds. 
Which best become my melancholy thoughts, 
You shall command me. 

ViL Witness, Heaven and earth 
Against my soul, when I do any thing 
To give you a disquiet. 

Car. I long to wish you joy. 

VU. You^l be a witness of my happiness ? 

Car. For once 111 be my sister's father. 
And give her to you. 

Vil. Next, my Isabella, 
Be near mj heart : I am for ever youts. \lixtw(it. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE I. 



CouKT Baldwin's House. 

Enter Count Baldwin and Carlos. 

C. Bald. Married to Villeroy, sa/st thou ? 

Car. Yes, my lord. 
Last night the priest perform'd his holy office^ 
And made them one. 

C. Bald, Misfortune join them ! 
And may her violated vows pull down 
A lasting curse, a constancy of sorrow 
On both their heads. 

Car. Soon he'll hate her; 
Though warm and violent in his raptures now ; 
When full enjoyment palls his sicken'd sense. 
And reason with satiety returns, 
Her cold constrain'd acceptance of his hand 
Will gall his pride, which (though of late o'erpower'd 
By stronger passions) will, as they grow weak, 
Rise in full force, and pour its vengeance on her. 

C. Bald. Now, Carlos, take example to thy aid ; 
Let Biron's disobedience, and the curse 
He took into his bosom, prove a warning, 
A monitor to thee, to keep thy duty 
Firm and unshaken. < 

Car. May those rankling wounds, I 

Which Biron's disobedience gave my father, t 

Be heard by me, I 



r 
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C. Bald. With tears I thank thee, Carlos — 
And may'st thou ever feel those inward joys, 
Thy duty gives thy father — but, my son, 
We must not let resentment choak our justice; 
Tis fit that Villeroy know he has no claim 
From me, in right of Isabella.— — Biron, 
(Whose name brings tears) when wedded to this 

woman, 
By me abandoned, sunk the little fortune 
His uncle left, in vanity and fondness : 
I am pos^ess'd of those your brother's papers. 
Which now are Villero/s, and, should aught remain. 
In justice it is his ; from me to him 
You shall convey them — follow me, and take them. 

[Exit C. Baldwin. 

Car. Yes, I will take them ; but ere I part with 
them, ■ 
I vrill be sure my interest will not suffer 
By these his high, refinM, fantastic notions 
Of equity and right. — What a paradox 
Is man ! My father here, who boasts his honour. 
And even but now was warm in praise of justice. 
Can steel his heart against the widow's tears, 
And infantas wants ; the widow and the infant 
Of Biron ; of his son, his fav'rite son, 
Tis ever thus weak minds, who court opinion, 
And dead to virtuous feeling, hide their wants 
In pompous affectation — Now to Villeroy — 
Ere this his friends, for he is much beloved. 
Crowd to his house, and with their nuptial songs 
Awake the wedded pair : Til join the throng. 
And in my face^ at least, b^r joy and friendship. 

[Exit. 
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SCENE II. 

A Ball Room in Villeroy's House, — J Band of 
Musky with Maurice, and other Friends of Vil< 

LEROY. / 

Enter a Servant. 

Maur. Where's your master, my good friend? 

Sa'v. Within, sir, 
Preparing for the welcome of his friends* 

Maur. Acquaint him we are here; yet stay, 

(Exit Servant. 
The voice of music gently shall surprise him, 
And breathe our salutations to his ear. 
Strike up the strain to Villeroy's happiness, 
To Isabella's — But he's here already. 

Enter Villeroy. 

ViL My friends, let me embrace you : 

Welcome all 

What means this preparation ? [Seeing the Music. 

Maur. A slight token 
Of our best wishes for your growing happiness--^-— >- 
You must permit our friendship-^— 

ViL You oblige me 

Maur. But your lovely bride, 
That wonder of her sex, she must appear, 
And add new brightness to tbi« happy day.. 

Vil. She is not yet prepared ; and let her will. 
My worthiest friend, determine her behaviour; 
To win, and not to force her disposition, 
Has been my seven years task. She will anon, 
Speak welcome to you all. The m>is\e s\«^. 

f Villeroy and his Fricnda «ca* Ihemsfitett, 
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ZPITHALAMIVM. 

Woman. Let all, let all be gay^ 
Begin the rofpfrous lay; 
Let mirtky let mirth and joy^ 
Each happy hour employ 
Of this fair bridal day. 

Man. Ye l&oe^n^d hours, yourjlight, 
Your downy Jlight prepare, 
Bring ev'ry soft delight 

To sooth the bra'oe and fair. 
Hail, happy pair, thus in each other bless'd; 
Be ever free from care, of erf ry joy possessed! 

ViL I thank you for the proof of your Section : 
I am so much transported with the thoughts 
Of what I am, I know not what I do. 

My Isabella ! but, possessing her, 

Who would not lose himself? — Youll pardon me — 
Oh ! there was nothing wanting to my soul, 
But the kind wishes of my loving friends — 
Where's Carlos now ? 
Methinks I am but half myself without him. 

Maur, This is wonderful ! Married, and yet in r£^* 
tures. 

ViL Oh ! when you all get wives, and such as 
mine, 
(If such another woman can be found) 
You will rave too, doat on the dear content, 
And prattle in their praise out of all bounds. 

Enter Isabella and Child* 

My Isabella ! Oh, the joy of my heart. 
That I have leave at last to call you mine ! 
But let me look upon you, view you well. 
This is a welcome gallantry indeed ! 
I durst not ask, but it was kind to grajvl. 
Just at ibis time : dispensing witli youx ^ie3» 
Upon this second d^y to greet out incadA* 

i>2 
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Isa. Black might be ominous ; 
I would not bring ill luck along with me. 

ViL Oh! if your melancholy thoughts could 
change 
With shifting of your dress — ^Time has done cures 
Incredible this way, and may again. 

Isa. I could have wish'd, if you had thought it fit. 
Our marriage had not been so public. 

ViL Do not you grudge me my excess of love ; 
That was a cause it could not be conceal'd : 
Besides, 'twould injure the opinion 
I have of my good fortune, having you ; 
And lessen it in other people's thoughts. 

Isa. I have'no more to "Say. 

Enter Carlos. 

ViL My Carlos too, who came in to the support 
Of our bad fortune, has an honest right, 
In better times, to share the good with us. 

Car, I come to claim that right, to share your joy; 
To wish you joy ; and find it in myself; 
For a friend's happiness reflects a warmth, 
A kindly comfort, into every heart 
That is not envious. 

ViL He must be a friend indeed. 
Who is not envious of a happiness 
So absolute as mine : but if you are, 
(As I have reason to believe you are) 
Concern'd for my well being, there's the cause ; 
Thank her for what I am, and what must be. 

[Mtmc flourish* 
t see you mean a second entertainment. 
My dearest Isabella, you must hear 
The raptures of my friends ; from thee they spring ; 
Thy virtues have difius'd themselves around, 
And made them all as happy as myself. 
Jsa. I feel their favours w\t\i «. ^rate^MW«».tl> 
And willingly comply. 
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DUETT. 

Take the g^s the gods intend ye : 

Crratefm meet the proffered joy ; 
Truth and honour shall attend ye; 

CharfMy that ne'er can change or cloy, 

Ohy the raptures of possessing^ 

Taking beauty to thy arms ! 
Ohy the joy y the lasting blessing. 

When with virtue beauty charms? 
Purer Jlames shall gently warm ye; 
Love and honour both shall cliarm thee. 

Car. You'll take my advice another time, sister. 

Vil. What have yoa done? A rising smile 
Stole from her thoughts, just redd'ning on her cheek, 
And you have dash'd it. 

Car. I'm sojry for't. 

Vil. My friends, you will forgive me, when I own, ' 
I must prefer her peace to all the world ? 
Come, Isabella, let us lead the way ; 
Within well spea|^ our welcome to our friends. 
And crown the happy festival with joy. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEKE III. 

A Room. 

Enter Sampson end Nurse. 

Samp. Ay, mafry, nurse, here's a master, indeed! 
He'll double our wages for us ! If he comes on as fast 
with my lady, as he does with his servants, we are all 
in the way to be well pleased. 

Nurse. He's in a rare humour ; if she be in as good 
a on e - 

Samp. If she be, marry, we may e'en say^ they have 
begot it upon one another. 
J\^urse. Well; why don't you gp\jwik^\^^^^ 

c 3 
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old Count? You thought your throat cut, I warrant 
you, to be turned out of a nobleman's service. 

Samp, For the future, I will never serve in a house, 
where the master or mistress of it lie single : they are 
out of humour with every body when they are not 
pleased themselves. Now, this matrimony makes 
every thing go well. There's mirth and money stir- 
ring about, when those matters go as they should do. 

JN'urse. Indeed, this matrimony, Sampson 

Samp. Ah, nurse ! this matrimony is a very good 

thing but what, now my lady is married, I hope 

we shall have company come to the house : there'» 
something always coming from one gentleman or other 
upon those occasions, if my lady loves company. This 
feasting looks well, nurse. Odso, my master ! we 
must not be seen. [Exit* 

Enter Villeroy wiih a lettery and Isabella* 

Vil. I must away this mom'ent — see his letter, 
Sign'd by himself: alas! he could no more; 
My brother's desperate, and cannot die 
In peace, but in my arms. 

Isa, So suddenly ! 

ViL Suddenly taken, on the road to Brussels, 
To do us honour, love ; unfortunate ! 
Thus to be torn from thee, and all those charms. 
Though cold to me and dead. 

Isa, Fm sorry for the cause. 

ViL Oh ! could I think. 
Could I persuade myself, that your concern 
For me, or for my absence, were the spring, 
The fountain, of these melancholy thoughts. 
My heart would dance, spite of the sad occasion, 
And be a gay companion in my journey ; 

Enter Carlos. 

My good Carlos, why have you left my iTOXv^i^ 
^ar. They aif departed honjc 
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They saw some sudden melancholy news 
Had stolen the lively colour from your cheek- 



You had withdrawn, the hride, alarmed, had foUow'd : 
Mere ceremony had been constraint; and this 
Good-natur'd rudeness 

Ft/. Was the more obliging. 
There, Carlos, is the cause. [Crvoes the letter* 

Car. Unhicky accident ! 
Th' archbishop of Malines, your worthy brothe r ^ 
With himNto-night ! Sister, will you permit it? 

Ft/. It must be so. 

Im. You hear it must be so. 

Ft/. Oh, that it must ! 

Car, To leave your bride so soon ! 

Ft/. But having the possession of my love, 
I am the better able to support 
' My absence, in the hopes of my return. 

Car. Your stay will be but short ? 

Ft7. It will seem long ! 
The longer that my Isabella sighs : 
I shall be jealous of this rival grief, 
It takes so full possession of thy heart, 
There is not room enough for mighty love. 

Enter Servant, bows, and exit. 

My horses wait : farewell, my love ! You, Carlos, 
Will act a brother's part, 'till I return. 
And be the guardian here. All, all I have 
That's dear to me, I give up to your care. 

Car. And I receive her as a friend and brother. 

Ft/. Nay, stir not, love! for the night air is cold. 
And the dews fall — Here be our end of parting ; 
Carlos will see me to my horse. [Exit with C a rlos. 

Isa. Oh, may thy brother better all thy hopes! Adieu, 
A sudden melancholy bakes my blood I 

Forgive me, Villeroy 1 do not fm^ 

72iat cheerful gratitude thy scmce «fiV»\ 
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Yety if I know my heart, and sure I do, 

Tis not averse from honest obligation. 

Ill to my chamber, and to bed ; my mind^ 

My harrass'd mind, is weaiy. ^Exit. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE I. 

The Street. 

Enter Biron and Belford. 

Bir, The longest day will have an end ; we are got 
home at last. 

Bel. We have got our lees at liberty ; and liberty 
is home, where'er we go ; though mine lies noost in 
England. 

JBtr. Pray let me call this yours : for what I can 
command in Brussels, you shall find your own. I 
have a father here, who, perhaps, after seven years ab- 
sence, and costing him nothing in my travels^ may 

be glad to see me. You know my story How 

does my disguise become me ? 

Bel. Just as you would have it; 'tis natural, and 
■ will conceal you. 

Bir, To-morrow you shall be sure to find me here, 
as early as you please. This is the house, you have 
observed the street. 

BeL I warrant you : your directions will carry me 
to my lodgings. [Exit, 

Bir. Good night, my friend. IKnoch, 

The long expected moment is arrived! 
And if all here, is well, my past sorrows 
Will only heighten my excess of joy ; 
And nothing will remain to wWk ot l^o^ iot\ 
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Enter Sampson. 

Samp, Who's there ! What would you have ? 

Bir, Is your lady at home, friend ? 

Samp, Why, truly friend, it is my employment to 
answer impertinent questions : but for my laays being 
at home, or no, that^s just as my lady pleases. 

Bir. But how shall I know, whether it pleases her 
or no ? 

Samp. Why, if you'll take my word for it, you may 
carry your errand back again : she never pleases to 
see any body at this time of night, that she does not 
know : and by your dress and appearance, I am sure, 
you must be a stranger to her. 

Bir. But I have business ; and you don't know how 
that may please her. 

Samp. Nay, if you have business, she is the best judge 
whether your business will please her or no : there- 
fore I will proceed in my office, and know of my lady 
whether or no she is pleas'd to be at home or no— 

[Going, 
Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. Who's that you are so busy withal ? Me- 
thinks you might have found an answer in fewer 
words : but, Sampson, you love to hear yourself prate 
sometimes, as well as your betters, that I must say 
for you. Let me come to him, Who would you 
speak with, stranger? 

jBf'r. With you, mistress, if you could help me to 
speak to your lady. 

Nurse. Yes, sir, I can help you in a civil way : but 
can nobody do your business but my lady ? 

Bir. Not so well ; but if you carry her this ring, 
shell know my business better. 

Nurse. There's no love-letter in it, I hope; you 
look like a civil gentlemen. In an ViotiesX'wj ,\ 'CNa.TS 
bring ^ou an answer. \5£*^^ 
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Bir. My old nurse, only a little older ! They say 
the tongue grows always : mercy on me ! then hei^ 
is seven years longer, since I left her. Yet there is 
something in these servants' folly pleases me : the cau- 
tious conduct of the family appears, and speaks 19 
their impertinence. Well, mistress 

Nu&SE returns* 

Nurse, I have delivered your ring, sir ! pray Heav^, 
you bring no bad news along with you. 

Bir. Quite contrary, I hope. 

Nurse. Nay, I hope so too ; but my lady was very 
much surprised when I gave it her. Sir, I am but a 
servant, as a body may say ; but if youll walk in, 
that I may shut the doors, for we keep very orderly 
hours, I can show you into the parlour, and help you 
to an answer, perhaps as soon as those that are wiser. 

[Exit. 

Bir. ni follow you 

Now all my spirits hurry to my heart, 

And every sense has taken the alarm 

At this approaching interview ! 

Heav'ns ! how I tremble ! \Exit, 



SCENE II. 

A Chamber^ 
Enter Isabella. 

Isa. Fve heard of witches, magic spells, and ckanns. 
That have made nature start from her old course : 
The sun has been eclips'd, the moon drawn down 
From her career, still paler, and subdu'd 
To the abuses of this under world ! 
Now I believe all possible. This ring, 
Tlii's little ring, with necromantic £oicc» 
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Has raisM the ghost of pleasure to my fears ; 
Conjured the sense of honour, and of love. 
Into such shapes, they fright me from m3rself ! 
I dare not think of them 

Enter Nurse. 

» 

Nurse. Madam, the gentleman's below. 

Isa. I' had forgot, pray let me speak with him ; 

[Exit Nurse. 
This ring was the first present of my love 
To Biron, my fitst husband : I must blush 
To think I have a second. Biron d/d 
(Still to my loss) at Candy ; there's my hope. 
Oh, do I live to hope, that he dy'd there ? 
It must be so ; he's dead, and this ring left. 
By his last breath, to some known faithful friend, 
To bring me back again ; 
That's all I have to trust to 

Enter Biron. [Isabella looking at him,'] 

My fears were woman s-: 1 have view'd him all : 

And let me, let me say it to myself, 
I live again, and rise but from his tomb. 

J5tr. Have you forgot me quite ? 

Isa. Forgot you! 

Bir, Then farewell my disguise, and my misfortunes. 
My Isabella ! 

[He gods to her; she shrieksy andfamts* 
: Isa. Ha! 

jBtr. Oh ! come again : 
Thy Biron summons thee to life and love ; 
Thy once lov'd, ever loving husband calls 
Thy Biron- speaks to thee. 

Isa. My husband ! Biron ! 

Bir. Excess of love and joy, for my return, 

Has overpowered her 1 was to blamfi 

To take thy sex's softness unprepaf d •. 
But sinking Awt, thm dying m m^ ttim<&. 
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This ecstacy has made my welcome more . 
Than words could say. 

Isa. Where have I been ? Why do you keep him 
from me? 
I know his voice : my life, upon the wing. 
Hears the soft lute that brings me back again ; 
'Tis he himself, my Biron. 
If I must fall, deiath's welcome in these. arms. 
Bir. Live ever in these arms. 
Isa. But pardon me. 
Excuse the wild disorder of my soul ; 
The joy, the strange surprising joy of seeing, you, 
Of seeing you again, distracted m o 
What hand of Providence has brought you back 
To your own home again ! 

tell me all, 

For every thought confounds me. 

Bir, My best life ! at leisure, all. 

Isa. We thought you dead ; kilFd at the siege of 
Candy. 

Bir, There I fell among the dead ; 
But hopes of life reviving from my wounds, , 

1 was preserved but to be made a slave ; 

I often writ to my hard father, but never had - 
An answer ; I writ to thee too 

Isa, What a world of woe 
Had been prevented but in hearing from you ! 

Bir, Alas ! thou couldst not help me. 

Isa, You do not know how much I could have, done; 
At least, I'm sure I could have suffer'd all; 
I would have sold myself to slavery, 
Without redemption ; giv'n up my child, 
The dearest part of me, to basest wants 

JBtV. My little boy ! 

Isa. My life, but to have heard 
You were alive. 

B/r, No more, my love ; compVaxmiv^ol i}tA'<^D^^ 
We Jose the present joy. 'Tis ovex ^uc^ 
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Of all my painis, that4hus we meet again- 
I have a thousand things to say to thee- 



Isa, Would I were past the hearing. [Aside. 

Bir, How does my child, my boy, my father, too? 
I hear he's living still. 

Isa. Well, both, both well ; 
And mAy he prove a father to your hopes, 
Though we have found him none. 

Bir, Come, no more tears. 

Isa, Seven long years of sorrow for your loss, 
Have moum'd with me 

Bir, And all my days behind 
Shall be emplo/d in a Jtind recompense 
For thy afflictions — Can't I see my boy ? 

Isa, He's gone to bed ; I'll have him brought to you. 

Bir. To-morrow I shall see him ; I want rest 
Myself, after this weary pilgrimage. 

Isa, Alas ! what shall I get for you ! 

Bir. Nothing but rest, my love! To-night I would not 
Be known, if possible, to your family : 
I see my nurse is with you ; her welcome 
Would be tedious at this lime ;* 
To-morrow will do better. 

Isa. I'll dispose of her, and order every thing 
As you would have it. [Exit. 

Bir. Orant me but life, good Heav'n, and give the 
means 
To make this wond'roui^ goodness some amends: 
And let me then forget her, if I can ! 
O ! she deserves of me much more, than I 
Can lose for her, though I again could venture 
A father, and his fortune, for her love! 
You wretched fathers, blind as f6rtune all! 
Not to perceive, that such a woman's worth 
Weighs down the portions you provide your sons: 
What is your trashy what all your hca*^ oi ^^^ 
Compared to this, my heart-felt happitvessf^ 
What has she, in my absence, ixndetgoTvO. 

B 
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I must not think of that; it drives me back 
Upon mystify the fatal cause of all. 

Enter Isabella. 

Isa. I have obe/d your pleasure ; 
Every thing is ready for you. 

Bir. I can want nothing here ; possessing thee. 
All my desires are carry'd to their aim 
Of happiness : there's no room for a wish^ 
But to continue still this blessing to me : 
I know the way, my love. I shall sleep sound. 

Isa. Shall I attend you? 

Bir. By no means ; 
I've been so long a slave to others' pride, 
To learn, at least, to wait upon myself; 
You'll make haste after 

Isa. Ill but say my prayers, and follow you — 

[Exit BiRON. 
My prayers ! no, I must never pray again. 
Prayers have their blessings to reward our hopes, 
But I hd,ve nothing left to hope for more. 
Oh, Biron, hadst thou come but one day sooner ! 

[Jf^eejnng. 

^What's to be done — for something must be done. 

Two husbands ! yet not one ! married to both. 

And yet a wife to neither! Hold, my brain 

Ha ! a lucky thought 

Works the right way to rid me of them all ; 
All the reproaches, infamies, and scorns, 
That every tongue and finger will find for me. 
Let the just horror of my appreheniuons 
But keep me warm — ^no matter what can come. 
Tis but a blow — ^yct I will see him first — 
Have a last look to heighten my despair, 
And then to rest for ever^^ — 

BiROif meets htr. 
^ir, Despai^and rest for ever \ \aaVje\\a.\ 
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These words are far from thy condition? 

And be they ever so, I heard thy voice, 

And could not bear thy absence ; come, my love! 

You have sta/d long, there's nothing, nothing sure 

Now to despair of in succeeding fate. 

Isa, I am contented to. be miserable. 
But not this way : I've been too long abus'd, 
And can believe no more. 
Let me sleep on to be deceiv'd no more. 

Bir, Look up, my love, I never did deceive thee, 
Nor ever can ; believe thyself, thy eyes 
That first inflam'd, and light me to my love. 
Those stars, that still must guide me to my joys. 

Isa, And me to my undoing ; I look round 
And find no path, but leading to the grave. 

Bir, I cannot understand thee. 

Isa. If marriages. 
Are made in heaven, they should be happier : 
Why was I made this wretch ? 

Bir, Has marriage made thee wretched ? 

Isa, Miserable, beyond the reach of comfort. 

Bir. Do I live to hear thee say so ? 

Isa, Why ! what did I say? 

Bir, That I have made thee miserable. 

Isa, No : you are my only earthly happiness; 
And mv false tongue bely'd my honest heart. 
If it said otherwise. 

Bir. And yet you said, 
Your marriage made you miserable. 

Isa, I know not what I said : 
I've said too much, unless I could speak all. 

Bir. Thy words are wild; my eyes, my ears, my heart, 
Were all so full of thee, so much emplo/d 
In wonder of thy charms, I could not ^d it ; 
Now I perceive it plain 

Isa, You'll tell no bod y 

J9dr. Thou art not well. 

£ 2 
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Isa. Indeed I am not ; I knew that before ; i 

But Where's the remedy ? \ 

Bir. Rest will relieve thy cares: comCyCome^ no more; 
ni banish sorrow from thee, 

Isa, Banish first the cause, 

Bir, Heaven knows how willingly, 

Isa. You are the only cause. 

Bir, Am I the cause ? the cause of thy misfortunes? 

Isa^ The fatal innocent cause of all my woes. 

Bin Is this my welcome home ! This me xeward 
Of all my miseries, long labours, pains^ 
And pining wants of wretched slavery, 
"Which I've outliv'd, only in hopes of thee. 
Am I thus paid at last for deathless love : 
And caird the cause of thy misfortunes now } 

Isa. Enquire no more ; 'twill be explain'd too soon. 

Bir. What ? Canst thou leave me too f ^ 

Isa. Pray let me go : 
For both our sakes, permit m o. > 

Bir. Rack me not with imaginations 
Of things impossible-^ — ^Thou canst not mean 
What thou hast said — Yet something she must mean, 
— ^Twas madness all — Compose thyself, my love J 
The fit is past ; all may be well again ; 
Let us to bed, 

Isa. To bed ! You've rais'd the storm 
Will sever us for ever. 
The rugged hand of fate has got between 
Our meeting hearts, and thrusts them from their joys ; 

Bir. Nothing shall ever part us, 

Isa. Oh ! there's a fatal story to be told ^ 
Be deaf to that, as Heaven has been to me !' 
When thou shalt hear how much thou hast been 

wrong'd, 
How wilt thou curse thy fond believing hearty 
Tear me from the warm bosom oi tVv^f \on^^ . 
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And throw me like a poisonous weed away ! 

When I am dead, forgive and pity me. [Exit, 

Bir. What can she mean ? These doubtings will dis« 
tract me : 
Some hidden mischief soon will burst to light ; 

I cannot bear it 1 must be satisfied 

'Tis she, my wife, must clear this darkness to me. 

She shall — ^if the sad tale at last must come ! 

She is my fate, and best c^ spe^ my doom. 

[Exii. 



ACT THE FIFTH, 

SCEKE I. 

A Chamber, 

'Enter Biron and Nurse, 

BtV. I know enough: th' important question 
Of life^r death, fearful to be resolv'd, 
Is cleared to me : 1 see where it must end; 
And need inquire no more — Pray, let me have 
Pen, ink, and paper ; I must write a while. 
And then 111 try to rest-^to rest for ever ! 

[£xtV. Nurse, 
poor Isabella! now I know the cause, 
The cause of thy distress, and cannot wonder 
That it has tum'd thy brain. If I look back 
Upon thy loss, it will distract me too. 
Oh, any curse but this might be remov'd ! 
But 'twas the nqicorous malignity 
Of all ill stars combined, of Heav n and fat e 
Hold, hold my impious tongue — Alas ! I rave; 
Vfhy do I tax the stars, or HeaVn> ot i«Aj&\ 
My father and my brother are my iate^. 
That drive me to jny ruiiu TYiey VWH^ ^^ . 

£3 
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I was alive. Too well they knew how dear 

My Isabella Oh, my wife no more ! 

How dear her love was to me — ^Yet they stood. 
With a malicious silent joy, stood by. 
And saw her give up all my happiness. 
The treasure of her beauty to another; 
Stood by, and saw her marr/d to another : 
Oh, cruel father, and unnatural brother ! 
I have but to. accuse you of my wrongs. 

And then to fall forgotten Sleep or death 

Sits heavy on me, and benumbs my pains : 
Either is welcome ; but the hand of death 
IVorks always sure, and best can close my eyes. 

[Exit BlRON« 

Enter Nurse and Sampson. 

Nurse. Here's strange things towards, Sampson: 
what will be the end of 'em, do you think ? 

Samp. Nay, marry Nurse, I can't see so far ; but 
the law, I believe, is on Biron, the first husband's side. - 

Nurse. Yes ; no question, he has the law on his side. 

Samp. For I have heard, the law says, a woman 
must be a widow, all out seven years, before ^e can 
marry again, according to law. 

Nurse. Ay, so it does ; and our lady has not been a 
widow altogether sev«i years. 

Samp. Why then. Nurse, mark my words, and say 
I told vou so ! the man must have his wife again, and 
all will do well. 

Nurse. But if our masta* Villeroy comes back 
again — 

Samp. Why, if he does, he is not the first man 
that has had his wife taken from him. 

Nurse. For fear of the worst, will you go to the old 
Count, desire him to come as soon as he can; there 
jnay be mischief, and he is ableto ptewetvt \t. 
Samp. Now you say something *, now \ tsSiA '^ow^ 
^uj:se; that will do, well, indeed i ntt&cVkki «Vio\\A \ifc 
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prevented, a little thing wiH make a quarrel, when 

there's a woman in the way. Ill about it instantly. — 

, [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

A Chamber, 
BmoN asleep on a Couch. 

Enter Isabella. 

Isa, Asleep so soon ! Oh, happy ! happy thou, 
M'ho thus can sleep ! I never shall sleep more — 
If then to sleep be to be happy, he. 
Who sleeps the longest, is the happiest; 
Death is the longest sleep — Oh, have a care ! 
Mischief will thrive apace. Never wake more. 

[To BiROK. 

If thou didst ever love thy Isabella, 
To-morrow must be doomsday to thy peace. 

^The sight of him disarms ev'n death itself. 

And pleasure grows again 

With looking on him — Let me look my las t ■ ■■■ 

But is a look enough for pajrting love ! 

Sure I may take a kiss Where am I going ! 

Help, help me, Villeroy ! — Mountains and seas 

Divide your love, never to meet my shame. 

Hark! 

What noise was that ! A knocking at the gate ! 

It may be Villeroy No matter who. 

Bir, Come, Isabella, come. 

Isa. Hark! I'm call'd! 

Bir. You stay too long from me. 
. Isa. A man's voice ! in my bed ! How came he there? 
Nothing but villainy in this bad world. 
Here's physic for your fever. 

[Draws a daggen^ dnd goes backward to the c&uch. 
If husbands go to Heaven, 
Where do they go that send them? — ^Thk to tk^ — 

[Going to stab him. kc risc^* %lve slvntV^. 
What do I see! ' \ 

^f'r, habeU»,arm'd\ 
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Isa, A^inst my husband's life ! 

Bir, Thou did'st not think it 

Isa, Madness has brought me to the gates of hell, 
And there has left me. 

Bir, Why dost thou fly me so ? 

Isa. I cannot bear his sight ; distraction, come, 
Possess me all. 

Shake off my chains, and hasten to my aid; — 
Thou art my only cure [Rwmitig out. 

Bir. Poor Isabella, she's not in a condition 
To give me any comfort, if she could ; 
Lost to herself — as quickly I shall be 
To all the world — Horrors come fast around mc ; 
My mind is overcast — the'gath'ring clouds 
Darken the prospect — I approach the brink. 
And soon must leap the precipice ! Oh ! Heav'n ! 

[KneeU. 
While yet my senses are my ov^n, thus kneeling. 
Let me implore thy mercies on my wife : 
Release her from her pangs ; and if my reason. 
Overwhelmed with miserie;^, sink before the tempest, 
Pardon those crimes despair may bring upon me. 

[RiseA, 
Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. Sir, there's somebody at the door must 
needs speak with you ; he won't tell his name. 

Bir. I come to him. [Exit Nurse. 

'Tis Belford, I suppose ; he little knows 
Of what has happen'd here ; I wanted him, 
Must employ his friendship, and then — [Exit. 

SCENE III. 

' The Street. 

Enter Carlos, Pedro, and three Ruffians. 

Car. A younger brother I I wa& one loo \otv% 
Not to prevent my being so again. 
fVe must be sudden. Younger btotikiw we 



But lawful bastards of another name, 
Thrust out of their nobility of birth 
And family, and tainted into trades. 
Shall I be one of them — Bow, and retire. 
To make more room for the unwieldy heir 
To play the fool in ? No— 
But how shall I prevent it? — ^Biron comes 
To take possession of my fathei's love — 
Would that were all ! there's a birth right too 
That he will seize. Besides, if Biron lives, 
He will unfold some practices, which I 
Caxmot well answer — therefore he shall die ; 
This night miistbe dispos'd of: I have means 
That will not fail my purpose. — Here he comes. 

Enter BirOn. 
jBiV. Ha ! am I beset? I live but to revenge me. 
[Thof surround himy fighting : Villeroy enters 
with two Servants ; they rescue km ; Car* 
LOS <md his Fartyfiy. 
Vil, How are you, sir? Mortally hurt, I fear. 
Take care, and lead him in. 

Birr, I thank you for the goodness, sir : though 'tis 
Bestow'd upon a very wretch ; and death. 
Though ^m a villain's hand, had been to me 
An act of kindness, and the height of mercy — 
But I thank you, sir. [He is led in, 

SCENE IV. 

A Chamber. 
Pnter Isabella. 

Isa. Murder my husband ! Oh ! I must not darc^ 
To think of living on ; my desperate hand 
In a mad rage may offer it again ; 
Stab me any where but there. Here's room enou^ 
In my own breast, to act the fury vbl^ 
The proper scene of mischief. 

[G^Mf^ to stab hereelJ^VWAX^^^ run* ^w. w 
prevents her, by taking the dagger Jtoia w 
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Vil. Angels defend and save the^ ! 
Attempt thy precious life! 
Lay violent hands upon thy innocent self! 

Isa, Swes^T I am innocent, and I'll believe you. 
What would you have with me? Pray let me go. 
— Are you there, sir? You are the very man 
Have done all this. — ^You would have made 
Me believe you married me ; but the fool 
Was wiser. 

Vil. Dost thou not know me, love ? 
Tis Villeroy, thy husband. 

Isa. I have none ; no husband — \Wetpmg* 

Never had but one, and he d/d at Candy. 
Speak, did he not die there ? 

Vil. He did, my life. 

Isa. But swear it, quickly swear. 

Enter Bibon, bloody^ leanhig upon kis tmord. 

Before that screaming evidence appears, 
In bloody proof against me— • 

[She seeing Bibon, swoons; Villeboy kelps her. 

VU. Help there ! Nurse, where are you ? 
Ha ! I am distracted too ! [Sees Bibon» 

Biron alive ! 

Bir. The only wretch on earth, that must not live« 

Vil. Biron or Villeroy must not, that's decreed. 

Bir. You've sav'd me from the hands of murderers: 
Would you had not, for life's my greatest plague— ' 
And then, of all the world, you are the man 
I would not be oblig'd to-— Isabella! 
I came to fall before thee : I had dy'd 
Happy not to have found your Villeroy here : 
A long farewell, and a last parting kiss. [Kisus her. 

Vil, A kiss ! confusion ! it must be your la«t. 
^fk I know it must — Here I ^ve up \h»l ^aa^ 
you but delayd : ^ce what is faiitK«»\)eeaEL 
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The work of fate, thus we must finish it. 

Thrust home, be sure. [FalU. 

ViL Alas ! he faints ! some help there. 

Bir. Tis all in vain, my sorrows soon will end — 
Oh, Villeroy ! let a dying wretch intreat you 
To take this letter to my father. My Isabella ! 
Couldst thou but hear me, my last words should bless 

thee. 
I cannot, though in death, bequeath her to thee. 

[To Villeroy. 
But could I hope my boy, my little one, 
Might find a fiather m thee — Oh, I faint — 
I can no more — Hear me, Heav'n ! Oh ! support 
My wife, my Isabella — Bless my child ! 
And take a poor unhappy [Dies, 

ViL He's gone — Let what will be the coi£^quence, 
I'll give it him. I have involved myself. 
And would be clear'd ; that must be thought on now. 
My care of her is lost in wild amaze. [ExiL 

ha, [Recovering,] Where have I been ? — Methinks, 
I stand upon 
The brink of life. 

But still detain'd, I cannot pass the strait; 
Den/d to live, and yet I must not die : 
Doom'd to come back, like a complaining ghost, 

To my unbur/d body — Here it lies 

[Throws herself by Biron's bod^. 
My body, soul, and life. A little dust, 
To cover our cold limbs in the dark grave — 
There, there we shall sleep safe and sound together. 

Enter Villeroy, with Servants. 

VU, Poor wretch ; upon the ground ! She's n')t 
herself: 
Remove her from the body. 

[Servants gotng to roue ktt^ 

Isa. Never, never 

You have divorced us once, but &\iiW no xaot^- — 
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Help, help mc, Biron ! — Ha ! — bloody and dead ! 
Oh, murder ! murder ! you have done this deed—* 
Vengeance and murder! — bury us together — . 
Do any thing but part us. 

Vil. Gently, gently raise her. 
She must be forc'd away. [^^y cany her <ff. 

Isa, Oh ; they tear me ! Cut off my hands 

Let me leave something with him — 

They'll clasp him fast 

Oh, cruel, cruel men ! [SuKstfollarDs her. 

Vil, Send for all helps : all, all that I am worth. 
Shall cheaply buy her peace of mind again. 

[To a Sbrvant. 
The storm grows loud — [Knocking at the door. 

I am prepa/d for it. Now let them in. 

Enter Count Baldwin, Carlos, Belford, Mau- 
rice, Eg MONT, with Servants. 

C. Bald. Oh, do I live to this unhappy day! 
Where is my wretched son ? 

Car. Where is my brother ? 

[They see hiniy and gather about the body. 

Vil. I hope in Heav'n. 

Car. Canst thou pity him ! 
Wish him in Heav'n, when thou hast done a deed, 
That must for ever cut thee from the hopes 
Of ever coming there ? 

Vil. I do not blame you — 
You have a brothei^s right to be concerned 
For his untimely death. 

Car. Untimely death, indeed ! 

VU. But yet you must not say, I was the cause. 

Car, Not you the cause ! Why who should murder 
him ? 
We do not ask you to accuse yourself; 
But I must say, that you have murder'd him ; 
And will say nothing else, till justice droNu* 
Upon our side, at the loud call of b\ood. 
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To execute so foul a murderer. 

Bel, Poor Biron ! is this thy welcome home ! 

Maur, Rise, sir; there is a comfort in revenge. 
Which is left you. [To C. Baldwin. 

Car. Take the body hence. [Birok carried ^. 

C. Bald. What could provoke you ? 

ViL Nothing could provoke me 
To a base murder, which I find, you think 
Me guilty of. I know my innocence; 
My servants too can witness that I drew 
^y sword in his defence, to rescue him. 

Bel. Let the servants be call'd. 

Egm. Let's hear what they can say. 

Car. What they can say ! Why, what should ser- 
vants say? 
They are his accomplices, his instruments, 
And will not charge themselves. 
No, no, he came 

Unseasonably, (that was all his crime) 
Unluckily, to interrupt your sport : 
You were new marr/d — marry'd to his wife ; 
And therefore you, and she, and all of you, 
(For all of you I must believe concerned) 
Combined to murder him out of the way. 

Be/. If it is 80 

Car. It can be only so. 

Egm. Indeed it has a face 

Car. As black as hell. 

C. Bald. The law will do me justice : send for the 
magistrate. 

Car. in go myself for hiiiH— [Exit. 

VU. These strong presumptions, I. must own indeed. 
Are violent against me ; but I have 
A witness, and on this side Heaven too. 
O pen that door. 
[Door opens, and Pedro i* 6roiiglt/oraxird\AjN \\^ 
lesloy's Servakts. 
Here'rone can tell you all. 
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Ped, All, all ; save me but from the rack, Fll con- 
fess all. 

ViL You «and your accomplices design'd 
To murder Biron ? Speak. 

Fed. We did, 

Vil, Did you engage upon your private wrongs, 
Or were employed ? 

Fed, He never did us wrong* 

ViL You were set on then ? 

Fed. We were set on. 

Vil. What do you know of me I 

Fed, Nothing, nothing : 
You saVd his life, and have discovered me« 

Vil, He has acquitted me. 
If you would be resolv'd of any thing, 
He stands upon his answer. 

Bel, Who set you on to act this horrid deed ? 

C. Bald. Ill know the villain; give me quick his mtmei 
Or I will tear it from thy bleeding heart, 

Fed, I will confess, 

C. Bald. Do then. 

Fed. It was my master, Carlos, your own son, 

C. Bald. Oh, monstrous! monstrous! most unna^ 
tural ! 

Bel. Did he employ you to murder his own brother? 

Fed. He did ; and he was with^us when 'twas done, 

C. Bald. U this be true, this horrid, horrid tale. 
It is but just upon me: Biron's wrongs 
Must be reveng'd; and I the cause of all! 

Maur. What will you do with him ? 
. C Bald. Take him ^part?-^ — 
I know too much. [£x{V Pedro, guarded^ 

Vil, I had forgot — rYour wretched, dying, son 
Gave me this letter for you, [Gifvesitto C, ^Al^pwiv^ 
I dare deliver it. It speaks of me, 
J pmy to have it rwd, 
C Bald. Yon know the band) 
JBel. I know 'tis Birorfs hand* 
iZ Bald, Pray read it, . [BeTuYOUP reads tke Uktr 
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Sir, 

I find I am come only to lay my death at youf 
door. I am now going out of the world; hut cannot 
forgive you, nor my brother Carlos, for -not hindering 
my poor wife Isabella from marrying with VUleroy; 
when you hoUi knew from so many letters that I wa$ 
ahve, — BiROK, 

Vil, How ! Did you know it then ? 
C. Bald, Amazement all ! 

Enter Carlos, with Officers. 

Oh, Carlos! are you come? Your brother here, 
Here, in a wretched letter, lays his death 
To you and me-^Have you done any thing 
To hasten his sad end ! 

Car, Bless me, sir, I do any thing ! who, I ? 

C. Bald, He talks of letters that were sent to us, 
I never heard of any — Did you know 
He was alive ? 

Car, Alive ! Heaven knows, not I. 

C. Bfdd, Had you no news of him, from ft report. 
Or letter, never ? 

Car, Never, never, I. 

Bel, That's strange, indeed : I know he often writ " 
To lay before you the condition [To C, Baldwin, 
Of his hard slavery : and more I know, 
That he had several answers to his letters. 
He said, they came from you, you are his brother. 

Car, Never from me, 

Bel, That will appear. 
The letters, I believe, are still about him ; 
For some of them I saw but yesterday. 

C. B(dd, What did those answers say ? 

Bel, I cannot speak to the particulars ; 
But I remember well, the sum of them 
Was much the same, and a\\ agreed^ 
That tkere was pothing to be liop*d itotft. ^wv\ 
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That 'twas yout barbarous resolution 
To let him perish there. 

C. Bald, Oh, Carlos ! Carlos ! hadst thou been a 
brother — 

Car. This is a plot upon me. I never knew 
He was in slavery, or was alive, 
Or heard of him, before this fatal hour. 

Bel, There, sir, I must confront you. 
He sent you a letter, to my knowledge, last night ; 
And you sent him word you would come to him — 
I fear you came too soon. 

C. Bald. Tis all too plain. — 
Bring out that wretch before him. 

[Pedro produced. 

Car. Ha ! Pedro there ! — ^Then I am caught, in- 
deed. 

Bel. You start at sight of him ; 
He has confessed the bloody deed. 

Car, Well then, he has confess*d, 
And I must answer it. 

Bel. Is there no more? 

Car. Why! — ^what would you have more? I know 
the worst. 
And I expect it. 

C. Bald. Why hast thou done all this? 

Car. Why that which damns most men has ruin'd 
me; 
The making of my fortune. Biron stood 
Between me and your favour ; while he liv'd, 
I had not that ; hardly was thought a son, 
And not at all akin to your estate. 
I could not bear a younger brother's lot, 

To live depending upon courtesy 

Had you provided for me like a father, 
I had been still a brother. 

C. Bald. 'Tis too true ; 
/never lov^d thee as I should have doxvfe \ 
ft was my sid, and I am pumsh'd Wt. 
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Oh ! never may distinction rise again 

In families : let parents be the same 

To all their children ; common in their care, 

And in their love of them. — I am unhappy. 

For loving one too well. 

ViL You knew your brother \Wd; why did you 
take 
Such pains to marry me to Isabella ? 

Car. I had my reasons foi't. 

Vil, More than I thought you had. 

Car. But one was this 

I knew my brother lov'd his wife so well, 
That if he ever should come home again. 
He could not long outlive the loss of her. 

Bel. If you rel/d on that, why did you kill him ? 

Car. To make all sure. Now, you are answer'd all. 
Where must I go ? I am tir'd of your questions. 

C. Bald. I leave the judge to tell thee what thou art ; 
A father cannot find a name for thee. 
Take him away — [Carlos led off. 

Grant me, sweet Heav'n ! the patience to go tlirough 
The torment of my cure — Here, here begins 
The operation. — Alas ! she's mad. 

EmJler Isabella, distracted; and het Child runniiig 
from her : Women following her. 

Vil. My Isabella, poor unhappy wretch ! 
What can I say to her? 

Isa. Nothing, nothing ; 'tis a babbling world — 
111 hear no more on't. When does th^ court sit ? 
I have a cause to try. 

Will you not hear it ? Then I must appeal 
To the bright throne — Call down the heav'nly powers 
To witness how you use me. 

C. Bald. Pray give her way. 

Isa. What have you done with Vv\Tii\ ^'^ >N«&V<a% 
but now; 
I saw him here. Oh, Biron, Biroii\ \N\i««, 
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Where have they hid thee from me ? He is gone^— 
But here's a little flaming cherubim — 

Child, Ohj save me^ save me ! 

[Running to C* Baldwih« 
I fear shell kill me. 

C. Bald, She will not hurt thee. 

Isa. Will nothing do ? I did not hope to find 
Justice on earth ; 'tis not in Heav'n neither* 

Biron has watch'd his opportunity 

Softly ; he steals it from the sleeping gods, 

And sends it thus — [Stabs herself* 

Now, now I laugh at you, I defy you all, 

You tyrant murderers* 

Vil. Call, call for help- Oh, Heav'n ! this was 

too much. 
. C. Bald, Oh, thou most injur'd innocence ! Yet 

live, 
Live but to witness for me to the world. 
How much I do repent me of the wrongs. 
The unnatural wrongs, which I have heap'd on thee, 
And have puU'd down this judgment on us all. 

Vil. Oh, speak, speak but a word of comfort to 
me ! 

C, Bald. If the most tender father's care and love 

Of thee, and thy poor child, can make amends 

Oh, yet look up and live. 

Isa, Where is that little wretch? [They raise her. 
I die in peace to leave him to your care, 
I have a wretched mother's legacy, 
A dying kiss — pray let me give it him. 
My blessing ; that, that's all I have to leave thee. 
Oh, may thy father's virtuc*8 live in thee. 
And all his wrongs be buried in my grave ! [Dies» 

Vil, She's go^e, and all my joys of life with her. 
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REMARKS. 



The valuable half of this drama, which is the tra* 
gic part, is founded neither upon fictitious characters 
nor events. Such an African prince, as Oroonoko, 
stolen from his native kingdom of Angola, was ac- 
tually brought to an English settlement in the West 
Indies, and sold for a slave. 

This pitiable occurence took place in the reign of 
Charles II. at the time that Mrs. Behn, the well- 
known dramatic writcr,whom Pope has honoured hy 9, 
satire, resided at Surinam with her family ; her father 
having been appointed lieutenant general of that seti* 
tlement, and of thirty neighbouring islands. 

It was at Surinam, that Mrs. Behn, not only saw, 
but became intimately acquainted with the unfortu- 
nate, but still proud and dignified, Oroonoko. She 
was witness to his bravery and skill in arms, upon the 
occasion of some danger threatening the island ; and 
she beheld his humility and moderation, when all his 
martial feats were performed, and tranquillity restored. 
She knew his Imoinda, and saw with delight their rap^ 
turous affection for each other. 

On the return of Mrs. Behn to England, she pub^ 
h'sbed the memoin of those WVfaXt^ \ww\\ ix^'vjv 
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which publication, Southern has selected materials 
for this pathetic tragedy. 

Whether the comic characters are taken from per- 
sons in real life, or from the poet's fancy, is not known: 
nor is it of much consequence from whence they came, 
as they can do no great degree of honour to their 
birth-place. 

The repulsive qualities of some of those characters, 
joined to the little which has been allotted for the 
heroine to perform, have been obstacles to the at- 
traction of this drama, and it is seldom acted. Yet, 
some years past, Mr. Pope, in his very first appearance 
upon any stage, encountered, and triumphantly 
overcame, all impediments to the favourable recep- 
tion of Oroonoko ; and made the play so impressive, 
by his talents in the representation of that cha- 
racter, that for many nights it drew to the theatre a 
crowded audience. His acting was remarkably fine 
in the last scene ; whilst his youth, person, deport* 
ment, and even features, gave an accurate portraiture 
of one of Africa's princely sons. 

But could the ancient Roscius ascend from his 
grave to personate the hero of this piece, there is a 
great mercantile town in England,, whose opulent in- 
habitants would not permit the play to appear in 
their magnificent theatre. The tragedy of " Oroo- 
noko" is never acted in Liverpool, for the very reason 
why it ought to be acted there oftener than at any 
other places — ^Thc merchants of that great city ac- 
9U]re their riches by the slave trade. 
If any defect can be attributed to ^uVltiwiiVck^^ 



tragic fable, either of this play or of '^ Isabella,^ it is, 
that in the one, his first male character wants import- 
ance, and in the other, his principal female. Still, in 
both plays, he makes his tale, a tale of woe, though 
only a single personage becomes the object of deep 
concern. 

That the poel Gray was an admirer of this tragedyi 
is' seen in a letter of his to Horace Walpole, dated, 
Burnham in Buckinghamshire, 1737; wherein he says, 
" We have old Mr. Southern, at a gentleman's house a 
little tvay off, who often comes to see us. He is now 
seventy years old, and has almost wholly lost his me^ 
mory ; but is as agreeable an old man as can be ; at 
least, I persuade myself so, when I look at him, and 
think of Isabella and Oroonoko *." 

Southern is an exception from most poets, in having 
been wealthy; but he procured some of his wealth by 
a means, which all poets should rather subpiit to po^ 
verty than employ : he printed tickets on his benefit 
nights as an author, and evep urged their sale among 
his noble and distinguished friends. Thus, vilely re- 
ducing himself to dependence, in order to become 
rich ; in lieu of honourably seeking riches, that hf 
might become independent. 

* See Mason's Life of Gray. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

Oroonoko ^ Master Bcttt/. 

A BO AN Mr.C.Kemble. 

Governor Mr. Mwrray. 

Blandford Mr, Bruntan. 

Stan MORE Mr, ClaremonU 

Captain Driver Mr. Emery. 

HoTMAN Mr, Creswell, 

Planters. 

Messrs. Atkins — Beverly — Davenport — Field — Harley 
— King — Klanert — Lee — Menage, 

Imoinda Miss Smith, 

Widow Mrs, Emery, 

Slaves. 

Messrs, Abbot — T, BUmchard — Bologna — Goodwin — 
Jeferies — Lewiss — Powers — Sarjant — Trtby — TrV' 
man — WUde, 

Mesdames — Bologna — Bologna — Cox — Dtbdin — 
Fo&ty and Batckford, 

SCENESurinam. 



OROONOKO- 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 

View of the Sea, 

Enter several Planters. 

1 Plan. Well, neighbours. Captain Driver has 
brought us a fresh supply — more slaves. 

2 Plan, Ay, and Vm sure we had never more need 
©f 'em. 

3 Plan, That's true, indeed, and Tm afraid we shall 
never have less. 

4 Plan. Yes, yes ; we shall have enough of 'em, I 
warrant you, when they come to breed. 

3 Plan. Breed ! it's a sign you're a new comer; 
plague on 'em, a parcel of lazy, obstinate, untractable 
pagans ; — half of 'em are so sulky, when they first 
come, that they won't eat their victuals when it's set 
before 'em, and a christian may beat 'em 'till he 
drops down, before he can make ^m eat^ if they han't 
4 mind to it 
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2 Flan. Beat ! aye, faith, he may beat those that 
will eat, long enough before they will work : And, 
what with their starving themselves, and what with 
the discipline they require, before they will put out their 
strength, they die as fast as rot^ten sheep, plague on 
em ! The poor industrious planter loses the money 
they cost him, and his ground runs to ruin for want 
of their labour. 

1 Flan. Ay, in truth, a christian colony has a 
liard time of it, that is forc'd to deal in this cursed 
heathen commodity : Here every time a ship comes 
in, my money goes for a great raw-boned negro fel- 
low, that has the impudence to think he is my fellow- 
creature, with as much right to liberty as I have, and 
so grows sullen and refuses to work ; or, for a young 
wench, who will howl night and day aftef a brat or a 
lover, forsooth. 

4 Flan. Nay, as far as I see yet, the women are 
worse than the men ; but 'Squire Blandford has got 
one that they say is not of their complexion. 

3 Flan. So they say ; but she's of the breed. 111 
warrant her — she's one of the sulky ones — ^the Lieute- 
nant Governor has taken a fancy to her ; and yet, 
wou'd you believe it, she gives herself airs, and will 
scarce speak to him. 

2 Flan. I've heard of her ; they call her Clemene. 

4 Flan. 'Tis a wonder, however, that his honour 
don't buy her. 

3 Flan. She was in a lot that Mr. Blandford drew 
for the Lord Governor himself, who you know is ex- 
pected by the next ship from England, and she can- 
not besold without his consent. 

4 Flan. In a lot drawn for the Lord Governor? — 
I don't yet perfectly understand this method of draw- 
ing lots. 

1 Plan. No .' why nothing is so easy ; the colony 
Agrees with, the buccaneer to briug a c^nam \i\xtc\j!« 
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of slaves, at so much a head ; and when they come 
in, -we draw for them to prevent disputes; for, as 
they're all of a price, every one, you know, wou'd be 
for pfcking out the best — come along with us to the 
market, and you'll see how it is presently ; the slaves 
are now coming on shore. [Exeunt . 



SCENE II. 

An open Place. 

Enter Lieutenant Goternor, Blandford> and 

Stanmore. 

GcD. There's no resisting your fortune, Blandford; 
you draw all the prizes. 

Blan. I draw for our Lord Governor, you know ; 
his fortune favours me. 

Gov. I grudge him nothing this time ; but if for- 
tune had fe.vour'd me in the last sale, the fair slave 
had been mine ; Clemene had been mine. 

Blan, Are you still in love with her ? 

Gov. Every day more in love with her. 

Enter Captain Driver, teazed and pulled about by 
several Planters, Men and Women. 

Worn, Here have I six slaves in my lot, and not 
a man among them ; all women and children ; what 
can I do with 'em, Captain? pray consider I am a 
woman myself. 

1 Plan. I have all mea in mine : pray, Captain, 
let the men and women be mingled together, for the 
good of the plantation. 

SPlam. Ay, ay, a man and aYioti««i,C,%:^\»lvciA^' 
the good of the plantation. 
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Capt, Let them mingle fogetheri and be damned, 
what care I ? would you have me pimp for the good 
of the plantation ? 

1 Plan, I am a constant customer, Captain, 

Worn, I am always ready money to you, Captain. 

1 Pl'in, For that matter, mistress, my money is at ' 
ready as yours. 

JVom. Pray hear me, Captain. 

Capt, Look you, I have done my part by you ; I 
have brought the number of slaves you bargained for ; 
if your lots have not pleas'd you, you must draw 
again among yourselves, 

3 Plan, I am contented with my lot. 

4 Plan, I am very well satisfied. 

3 Plan. We'll have no drawing again. 

Capt, Do you hear, mistress ? you may hold your 
tongue ; For my part I expect my money. 

fVo/)t, Captain, nobody questions or scruples the 
payment: But I won't hold my tongue; 'tis too 
much to pray and pay too : One may speak for one's 
own, I hope. 

Capt. Well, what would you say ? 

Worn. I say no more than I can make out. 

Capt, Out with it then. 

Worn. I say. Things have not been so fair carried as 
they might have been. How do I know but you 
have juggled together in my absence? You drew the 
lots before I came, I'm sure. 

Capt, That's your own fault, mistress ; you might 
have come sooner. 

Worn, Then here's a prince, as they say, among the 
slaves, and you set him down to go as a common 
man. 

Capt. Why, what should make him worth more 
than a common man ? He'll not do the more work for 
being a prince^ will he? 
^ot\ Where are the slaves, Captam •, TVie^ w^Vixv^ 
coming. 
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BloM. And who is this prince that's fallen to my 
lot for the Lord Governor? Let me know something 
of him, that I may treat him accordingly ? who is 
he? 

Copt, He's the devil of a fellow, I can tell you ? 
a prince every inch of him : You have paid dear 
enough for him, for all the good hell do you : I was 
fbrc'd to clap him in irons, and did not think the &hip 
s^fe neither. You are in hostility with the Indians ; 
they say, they threaten you daily : You had best have 
an eye upon him. 

Blan, But who is he ? 

Gov, And how do you know him to be a prince ? 

Capt. He is son and heir to the great King of 
Angola, a mischievous monarch in those parts, >vho, 
by his good will, would never let any of his neigh- 
bours be in quiet. This son was his general ; a 
plaguy fighting fellow. I have formerly had deal- 
ings with him for slaves, which he took prisoners, and 
have got pretty roundly by him. But the wars be- 
ing at an end, and nothing more to be got by the 
trade of that country, I made bold to bring the prince 
along with me. 

Gov* How could you do that? 

BUm, What ! steal a prince out of his own country ! 
impossible. 

Capt. Twas hard indeed ; but I did it. You must 
know this Oroonoko— 

ilan,. Is that his Name? 

Capt Ay, Oroonoko. , 

Gov, Oroonoko. 

Cop/. Is naturally inquisitive about the men and 
manners of the .white nations. Because I could give 
him some account of the other parts of the world, I 
grew very miuchinto his favour: In return of so ^reat 
an honour, you know I could doTko\esft,u^Tiicv^ Q5yca\XN% 
a way, ibun iavite . him . oa . boat^ ta^ - "wene^ \v»n\^n^ 
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been in a ship, he appointed his time, and I prepared 
my entertainment ; he came the next evening, as 
private as he could, with about some twenty along 
with him. The punch went round ; and as many 
of his attendants as would be dangerous, I sent dead 
drunk on shore ; the rest we secured ; and so you 
have the Prince Oroonoko. 

1 Plan. Gad a mercy, Captain ; there you were 
with him, i'faith. 

2 Plan, Such men as you are fit to be employed in 
public affairs : The plantation will thrive by you. 

3 Plan, Industry ought to be encouraged. 

C(q>t. There's nothing done without it^ boys. I 
have made my fortune this way. 

Blan, Unheard of villainy ! 

Stan, Barbarous treachery ! 

Bkm, They applaud him for't. 

Gov. But, Captain, meth inks you have taken a 
great deal of pams-for this Prince Oroonoko; why 
did you part with him at the common rate of slaves f 

C(mt, Why, Lieutenant-Governor, I'll tell you ! I 
did (ksign to carry him to England, to have show'd 
him there ; but I found .him troublesome upon my 
hands, and Fm glad Tm rid of him— -—Oh, oh, hark, 
they come! 

Enier Black Slaves, in Chains^ Men, Womek, and 
CiiiLDREN, Aboan, and Others of Oroonoko's 
Attendants^ Orookoko last ofaU^ m Chams. 

Capt. Now, Governor, pray observe him. 

Oro^ So, sir, you have kept your word with me. 

C<^. I am a better christian, I thank you, than to 
keep it with a heathen. 

Oro. You ar6 a christian, be a christian still : 
If you b&ve any god that teaches you 
To break your word, I ntidLiiOt cutif^70umot%\ 
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Let him cheat you, as you are false to me. 
You faithful followers of my better fortune^ 
We have been fellow-soldiers in the field ; 

[Embracing his Friends. 
Now we are fellow-slaves. This last farewell. 
Be sure of one thing tiiat will comfort us, 
Whatever world we are next thrown upon 
Cannot be worse than this. 

[All Slaves go off but Oroonoko. 

Copt, You see what a bloody pagan he is, Cover* 
nor ; but I took care, that none of his followers should 
be in the same lot with him, for fear they should uni> 
dertake some desperate action, to the danger of the 
colony. 

Oro, Live still in fear; it is the villain's curse^ 
And will revenge my chains : Fear even me, 
Who have no power to hurt thee. Nature abhors, 
And drives thee out from the society 
And commerce of mankind, for breach of faith. 
Men live and prosper but in mutual trust, 
A confidence of one another's truth : 
That thou hast violated. I have done ; 
I know my fortune, and submit to it. 

Goo. Sir, I am sorry for your fortune, and would 
help it if I could. 

Blan. Take off his chains. You know your con- 
dition; but you are fallen into honourable hands: 
You are the Lord Govemor^s slave, who will use you 
nobly : In his absence it shall be my care to serve 
you. [Blakdpord applying to him. 

Oro. I hear you, but I can believe no more. 

Gov. Captain, I'm afraid the world won't speak so 
honourably of this action of yours, as you would hav« 
*em. 

Copt. I have the money, let the world speak and 
be damn'd ; I care not. 
Oro^ / wouJd forget myself. 'Be^a^MAfidi. 
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I am above the rank of common slaves. 

Let that content you. The christian there, that 

knows me, 
For his own sake will not discover more. 

Capt, I have other matters to mind. You hav^ 
him, and much good may do you with your prince. 

[Exit. 

[The Planters pulling and stating at Oroonoko. 

Blan, What would you have here ? You stare as if 
you never saw a man before. Stand farther off. 

{Turns them away^ 

Oro, Let them stare on ; 
I am unfortunate, but not asham'd 
Of being so : no, let the guilty blush. 
The white man that betray *d me : honest black 
Disdains to change its colour. I am ready ; 
Where must I go ? Dispose me as you please, 
I am not well acquainted with my fortune. 
But must learn to know it better : So I know, you 

say, 
Degrees make all things easy. 

Blan, All things shall be easy. 

Oro, Tear off this pomp, and let me know myself : 
The slavish habit best becomes me now. 
Hard fare and whips, and chains may overpow'r 
The frailer flesh, and bow my body down : 
But there's another, nobler part of me, 
Out of your reach, which you can never tame. 

Blan, You shall find nothing of this wretchedness 
You apprehend. We are not monsters all. 
You seem unwilling to disclose yourself: 
Therefore for fear the mentioning your name 
Should give you new disquiets, I presume 
To call you Csesar. 

Oro, I am myself; but call me what you please. 

Gov, A very good name, Ca^ar^ 
And very fit for his character. 
Oro. Was Ca&tar then a slave? 

3 
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Gov. I think he was ; to pirates too : He was a 
great 

Conqueror, but unfortunate in his friends 

Oro. His friends were christians ? 
Blan. No, 

Oro. No! tb9.t's strange ; 
Gov. And murder'd by them. 
Oro. I would be Caesar then. Yet I will live. 
Blan. Live to be happier. 
Oro. Do what you will with me. 
jpian* I will wait upon you, attend, and serve you. 

[Exeunt, 



SCENE III* 

A Groroe-^-^ Plantation seen at a little Distance^ 

Enter Aboa^* 

Abo. At length I am alone — ^ut why alone? 
My thoughts are worse society to me 
Than the poor slave^^ with whom I'm doom'd to la- 
bour 

I cannot bear it — if I turn my view 
Backward or forward, round me, or within^ 

*Tis all regret, oppression, and despair. 

Yet why despair ! — something may yet be done ;— ~ 
May yet be done — hold — let me most distrust 
The flatterer hope — if she one moment lures me 
To patient sufTrance, from that fatal moment 
Insidious slumbers steal upon my virtue — 
I shall — distraction ! must grow tame by habit— 
I must — what else has quench'd in iVios^ «cto>xcA. xcifc 
That jndjgnation which now choaks my MlluTWiceX 
All hell is in the thought — my strug^e mMsX>&e^^^ 

^ 2 
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This instant, now — precipitation's wisdoDOr— 

l^hAVE&ataDistanct. 

Slav. HoalHoa! Aboan,Aboan — 

Abo, Hark ! here they come — It must, it shall 
be so : 
Hackney'd they are in miseries new to me. 
Like secret fire that smokeless embers hide. 
Yet still the love of liberty must live. 

Enter Three Slaves. 

1 Slav, Here, where are you ? come, to work, to 

work. 

2 Slav. You are a stranger, ignorant of your duty; 
Or else this idleness had been chastis'd 

With many a smarting blow. 

3 Slav. Ay, good Aboan, 

Come, come with us, for if the overseer 
Ev'n now surprise us 

2 Slav. Hush, I hear his voice 

1 Slav. No, no, 'tis not he- 



Abo. Wou'd he scourge us then ? 

3 Slav, Wou'd he? Experience soon will tell yon 
that. 

Abo. Has then experience ever told it you ? 

3 Slav. Has it ? don't ask me — wou'd I could say 
no? 

Abo. You have been beaten then to patient drud- 
gery. 

2 Slav, Tis shameful to confess it, yet 'tis true. 
Abo, What to confess is shameful, is it not 

More shameful still to sufifer? 

3 Slav. What if it be ? 

Abo. Then suffer it no longer. 
1 Slav. No longer — no, if we knew how to help it. 
^do. Knew how? — suppose a friend should tell 
you how ? 

[They gather eagerly obout lixm. 
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2 Slav. What say you ? 

1 Skeo. Are there ways ? 

S SloD, Can you teli usf 

Abo. I see by this impatience you're not quell'4 
Into a torpid tame insensibility ; 
I'll tell you then such news as shall revive 
Each drooping virtue^ string each nerve anew. 

All Slav. What is it — what is it ? — 

Abo. There is among you now a mighty prince. 
Before the lightning of whose dreaded sword, 
These pale, cold, half-form'd tyrants that insult yo 
Wou'd vanish, like thin mists before the sun. 

1 Slav. What, did he come with you ? 
Abo. He came with me, 

I am myself distinguished by his friendship. 
And oft with him have led the front of battle. 

2 Slav. But how, where 

3 Slav. Is there only you and he ? 

Abo. There are six more of high command about 
him. 
All tr/d, all firm, all fit for great atchievements. 

1 Slav. Where are they ? 

A6o. The prince, my lord, not long since parted 
from me ; 

The rest, not now far off, will soon be found 

When we were parted, he embraced us all ; 

My friends, says he, " One thing will comfort us, 

Whatever world we are thrown next upon 

Cannot be worse than this" 

These were my royal master's words at parting, 
And sure you cannot doubt but they are true. 
Shall we then, having nothing worse to fear, 
Bear with dull sluggish patience what we suffer ! — 
If nothing's worse, the chance is all for gain : — 
There can be danger then in no attempt ; 
And if there was 'twere better &ti\\,ioi ^«a!^t 
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Has always its equivalent in glory. 

[The Slaves look on each other eagerly f as n- 
lently asking each other wluU they iiuU^ 
after a Pause. 

1 Slav. And will this prince, and you, and these 

your frieads 
Assist us to be free? 

Abo, Will you with them 

Join hands in the attempt? 

[A Cry without, at some distance^-rihc Sjlaves 
starts and seem terrified. 
What cry was that ? 

2 Slav. Tis the complaint of wretched slaves, 

extorted 
By bloody whips laid on without remorse, 
And without cause— ^re night perhaps from us. 
And you, such cry may by such stripes be forc'd — 

Abo. Ye gods ! and shall we not lesist it then !. 

Slaves, We wil l 

Abo, Your hands — at night we meet again. 
Come on — ^now lead me to my task. [Exeunt. 



ACT THE SECOND- 



SCENE I. 



Enter Orookoko and Blandford. 

Oro. You know my story, and you say you arc 
A friend to my misfortunes : TVia^s a namfe 
WW teach you what you owe youtse\i wA is»» 
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Blan. Ill study to deserve to be your friend. 
When once our noble Governor arrives, 
With him you will not need my interest : 
He is too generous not to feel your wrongs. 
But be assured I will employ my pow'r, 
And find the means to send you home again. 

Oro. 1 thank you, sir . ■ My honest wretched 
friends ! \Sighifig* 

Their chains are heavy : They have hardly found 
So kind a master. May I ask you, sir. 
What is become of them : Perhaps I should not* 
You will forgive a stranger. 

Blan. ril inquire, 
And use my best endeavours, where they arc. 
To have them gently us'd. 

Oro, Once more I thank you. 
You offer every cordial that can keep 
My hopes alive, to wait a better day. 
What friendly care can do, you have appl/d. 
But oh ! I have a grief admits no cure. 

Blan. You do not know, sir 

Oro. Can you raise the dead ? 
Pursue and overtake the wings of time ? 
And bring about again the hours, the days. 
The years that made me happy ? 

BUm. That is not to be done. 

Oro. No, there is nothing to be done for me. 

[Kneeling and kissing the Earth. 
Thou god adored ! thou ever glorious sun 1 
If she be yet on earth, send me a beam 
Of thy all-seeing pow'r to light me to her ! 
Or if thy sister goddess has preferred 
Her beauty to the skies, to be a star ; 
O tell me where she shines, that I may stand 
Whole nights, and gaze upon her. 

Blan. I am rude, and ihterrupl 'jou, 

0/0. J am troublesome : 
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But pray give me your pardon. My swollen heart 
Bursts out its passage, and I must complain. 
O ! can you think of nothing dearer to me? 
Dearer than liberty, my country, friends, 
Much dearer than my life? That I have lost — 
The tend'rest, best beloved, and loving wife. 

Bkm. Alas ! I pity you. 

Oro, Do pity me : 
Pity's a-kin to love ; and every thought 
Of that soft kind is welcome to my soul. 
I would be pit/d here. 

Blan. I dare not ask 
More than you please to tell me : But, if you 
Think it convenient to let me know 
Your story, I dare promise you to bear 
A part in your distress, if not assist you. 

Oro. Thou honest-hearted man ! I wanted such, 
Just such a friend as thou art, that would sit 
Still as the night, and let me talk whole days 
Of ray Imoinda. O ! I'll tell thee all 
From first to last ; and pray observe me well. 

Blan, I will most heedfully. 

Oro. There was a stranger in my father's court, 
Valu'd and honour'd much : He was a white. 
The first I ever saw of your complexion : 
Of many virtues, and so fam'd in arms. 
He still commanded all my father's wars. 
I was bred under him. One fatal day, 
The armies joining, he before me stepp'd. 
Receiving in his breast a poison'd dart 
I^veU'd at me ; he d/d within my arms. 
I've tir'd you already. 

Blan, Pray go on. 

Oro. He left an only daughter, whom he brought 
An infant to Angola. When I came 
Back to the court, a happy cotvqueioi, 
ffumaifity oblig'd me to condole 
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With this sad virgin for a father's loss. 
Lost for my safety. I presented her 
With all the slaves of battle, to atone 
Her father's ghost. ,But when I saw her face. 
And heard her speak,, I oifer'd up myself 
To be the sacrifice. She bow'd and blush'd ; 
I wonder'd and ador'd. The sacred pow'r, 
That had subdu'd me, then inspir'd my tongue, 
Inclin'd her heart, and all our talk was love* 
Blan, Then you were happy. 
Oro. O ! I was too happy. 
I marryM her : And tho' my country's custom 
Indulged the privilege of many wives, 
I swore myself never to know but her. 
She grew with child, and I grew happier still. 
O my Imoinda ! But it could not last. 
Her fatal beauty reach'd my father's ears : 
He sent for her to court, where, cursed court, 
No woman comes, but for his am'rous use. 
He raging to possess her, she was forc'd 
To own herself my wife. The furious King 
Started at incest : But grown desperate, 
Not daring to enjoy what he desir'd, 
In mad revenge, which I could never learn, 
He poison'd her, or sent her far, far off. 
Far from my hopes ever to see her more. 

Blan. Most barbarous of fathers ! the sad tale 
Has struck me dumb with wonder. \ 

Oro, I have done. 
Ill trouble you no farther : Now and then 
A sigh will have its way : That shall bojill. 

Enter Stanmore. 

Stan. Blandford, the Lieutenant Governor is gon 
to your plantation. He desires you will bring tb 
Ko^al Slave with you. TVie s\\^X qS.\l\^S3kw\ tsm^nxs: 
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he says, is an entertainment for a prince ; he would 
have his opinion of her^ 

Oro. Is he a lover f 

Blan. So he says himself: He flatters a beautiful 
slave that I have, and calb her mistress. 

Oro, Must he then flatter her to call her mistress } 
I pity the proud man, who thinks himself 
Above being in love ; What, tho' she be a slave. 
She may deserve him. 

BUm. You shall judge of that, when you see her, 
sir. 

Oro. I go with you* [Exeunt^ 



8C£K£ II. 

A Flantation^ 

Lieutenant GovERNOR/o/^u^ing Imoind^. 

Gov. I have disturbed you, I confess my fault, 
My fair Clemene ; but begin again. 
And I will listen to your mournful song. 
Sweet as the soft complaining nightingale's. 
While every note calls out my trembling soul. 
And leaves me silent, as the midnight groves. 
Only to shelter you ; — sing, sing again, 
And let me wonder at the many ways 
You have to ravish me. 

Imo. O, I can weep 
Enough for you and me, if that will please you. 

Gov. You must not weep; I come to 4ry your 
tears. 
And raise you from your sorrow. 

Imo. Can that be, 
fVAen allyoar ^ctiom, t^d your look^, cowmceis^ 
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That you wou'd keep me here, still far from those. 
For whom the tears I shed must flow for ever ? — 
Gov, They must not sure — be all the past forgot- 
ten ; — 
Look forwards now, where better prospects rise, 
^ew pleasures court you, and new friends invite. 
Imo. Alas ! can I — I know not what to say—- 
Nature has form'd you of a different kind, 
Or thus you cou'd not talk ; and shou'd I reason 
From what I feel, you wou'd not understand me. 

Gov. O, yes ; my heart has all the soft sensations. 
Has all, that friendship, and that love inspires — 
Imo. Let your heart answer for me, then ; — cou'd 
you, 
Forc'd to some distant land, unknown, forlorn, 
A slave, dependent on another's will. 
Cut off from all that habit has endeared, 
Cut off from friendship, from domestic joy-— 
Could you forget all these ? — ^Alas ! theyre pas t 

[Bursts into Tears* 
Gov. O, fair Clemene ! there is yet a passion 
Which can obliterate all the joys and pains 
That others have impressed ; make room for that. 
And all I wish is done — ^look upon me : 
Look with the eyes of kind indulging love, 
That I may have full cause for what I say : 
I come to offer you your liberty. 
And be myself the slave. You turn away. 

[F(dhwing Aer. 
But every thing becomes you. I may take 
This pretty hand : I know your modesty 
Would draw it back : but you will take it ill. 
If I should let it go, I know you would. 
You shall be gently forced to please yourself; 
That you will thank me for. 

[iS^ struggles and gets her Hand from him^ 
then he offers to kilt Her. 
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Nay, if you struggle ^ith me, I must take 

Imo, You may my life, that I can part with freely. 

[Exit. 

Enter Bl ATS DTORD, Stanmore, and Okoovoko. 

Blan. So, Governor, we don't disturb you, I hope :. 
Your mistress has left you : You were making love; 
She is thankful for the honour, I suppose. 

Gov, Quite insensible to all I say and do : 
When I speak to her, she sighs, or weeps. 
But never answers me as I would have her. 

Stan. There's something nearer than her slavery, 
that touches her. 

Blan, What do her fellow slaves say of her; can't 
they find the cause? 

Uov. Some of them, who pretend to be wiser than 
the rest, and hate her, I suppose for being used better 
than they are, will needs have it that she is with 
child. 

Blan. Poor wretch ! if it be so, I pity her : 
She has lost a husband, who jperhaps was dear 
To her, and then you cannot blame her. 

Oro. If it be so, indeed you cannot blame her. 

[Sighing. 

GffV. No» no ; it is not so : If it be so, 
I must still love her ; and, desiring still, 
I must enjoy her. 

Blan. Try what you can do with &ir means, and 
welcome. 

Cr<yv. ril give you ten slaves- for her. 

Blan. You know she is our Lord Govemoi^s : But 
if I could dispose of her, I would not now, especially 
to you. 

Gov. Why not to me ? 

Blan. I mean against her will. You are in lovs 
with her; 
And we mU know what your desiteA^o^4V%.N«\ 
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Love stops at nothing but possession. 
Were she within your poVr, you do not know 
How soon you would be tempted to forget 
The nature of the deed, and, may be, act 
A violence, you after would repent. 

Oro. Tis godlike in you to protect the weak. 

Gov, Fie, fie, I would not force her. Though 
she be a slave, her mind is free, and sbould Con- 
sent. 

Oro, Such honour will engage her to consent. 
Shall we not see the wonder f 

Gov. Have a care ; 
You have a heart, and she has conquering eyes. 

Oro. I have a heart : But if it could be false 
To my first vows, ever to love again, 
These honest hands should tear it from my breast. 
And throw the traitor from me. O ! Imoindat 
Living or dead, I can be only thine. 

)^lan, Imoinda was his wife : she's either dead^ 
Or living, dead to him; forc'd from his arms 
By an inhuman father. Another time, 
I'll tell you all. \To the Governor. 

Stem, The slaves have done their work ; 
And now begins their evening merriment. 

Blan. The men are all in love with fair Clemene 
As much as you, and try their little tricks 
To entertain her, and divert her sadness. 
May be she is aipong them : Shall we seef 

[Extuni. 
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SCENE in. 



Slaves^ Men, Women^ and Children, upon the 
Ground; some rise and dance. 

Enter the Lieutenant Governor, Stanmore, 
and Oroono&o, as Spectators; Captain Driver 
and several Planters, with their Swords drawn* 

A Bell ringi', 

Capt. Where are you, Governor I Make what haste 
you can 
To save yourself, and the whole colony. 
I bade 'em ring the bell. 

Gov, What's the matter ? 

1 Plan. The Indians are come down upon us: 
They have plundered some of the plantations already, 
and are marching this way as fast as they can. 

Gov. What can we do against them ? 
Blan. We. shall be able to make a stand, 'till more 
planters come in to us. 

2 Plan. There are a great many more without, if 
you would show yourself, and put us in order. 

Gov. There's no danger of the white slaves ; theyll 
not stir. Blandford, come you along with me: some 
of you stay here to look after the black slaves. 

[All go out but the Captain and Six 
Planters, who all at once seize Oroo- 

NOKO. 

1 Plan. Ay, ay, let us alone. 
Capt. In the first place, we secure you, sir. 
As an enemy to the government. 
{?ro. Are you there, sir^ You axe isv^ cot\&ta.ut 
friend. 
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1 Plan. You will be able to do a great deal of 
mischief!. 

Copt. But we shall prevent you : Bring the irons 
hither. He has the malice ot a slave in him, and 
would be glad to be cutting his masters' throats. I 
know him. Chain his hands and feet, that he may 
not run over to them. If they have him, they shall 
carry him on their backs, that I can tell them. 

[As they are chaining hm^ BlandI'Ord 
enters, and runs to them. 

Blan, What are you doing there ? 

Coft. Securing the main chance : This is a bosom 
enemy. 

Blan, Away, you brutes : I'll answer with my life 
for his behaviour ; so tell the Governor. 

Capt. Sp Flan. Well, sir, so we will. 

[Exeunt Captain and Planters. 

Oro. Give me a sword, and I'll deserve your trust. 

Enter the Lieutenant Governor and Planters. 

Blan. Hell -and the devil! they drive away our 
slaves before our faces. Governor, can you stand 
tamely by, and suffer this ? Clemene, sir, your mis* 
tress, is among them. 

Gov We throw ourselves away, in the attempt to 
rescue them. 

^ Oro. A lover cannot fall more glorious. 
Than in the cause of love. He, that deserves 
His mistress' favour, will not stay behind : 
I'll lead you on, be bold, and follow me. [Exeunt. 

Enter Imoinda. 

Imo. I'm tost about by my tempestuous fate. 
And no where must have rest ; Indians, or English ! 
Whoever has me, I am still a slave. 
No matter whose 1 am, since I'm no more 
My royal master^s ; since I'm VAs no itvcye^, 
Oj 1 was happy ! nay, I will be VittOT^^ 

d2 
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In the dear thought that I am still his wife. 
Though far divided from him. 

[Draws off" to a Comer of the Stage. 

After a Shout ^ enter ^e Lieutenant Goverkor, 
Oroonoko, Blandford, Stan more, and the 
Planters. 

Gov. Thou glorious man ! thou something greater 
sure 
Than Caesar ever was ! that single arm 
Has sav'd us all : accept our general thanks. 

[All bow to Oroonoko. 
And what we can do more to recompense 
Such noble services, you shall command. 

Clemcne too shall thank you she is sa fe 

Look up, and bless your brave deliverer. 

[Brings Cl^ta^^^ forward^ looking down on 
the Ground. 
Oro. Bless me indeed ! 
Blan. You start ! 
Oro. O, all you gods ! 
Who govern this great world, and bring about 
Things strange, and unexpected, can it be ? 
God. What is't you stare at so ? 
Oro. Answer me, some of you; you who have 
pow'r, 
And have your senses free : Or are you all 
Struck thro' with wonder too ? 

[Lookmg stiU fixed on her. 
Blan. What would you know ? 
Oro. My soul steals from my body thro' my 
eyes; 
All that is left of life I'll gaze away. 
And die upon the pleasure. 

Goto. This is strange ! 
, Oro. If you but mock me with her image here : 

Jfsbe be not Imoinda 

[Sie look$ upon htm^ onA S^^^ \ herunstoXer 
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Ha ! she faints ! 

Nay, then it must be she ; it is Imoinda : 

My heart confesses her, and leaps for joy, 

To welcome her to her own empire here. 

I feel her all, in ev'ry part of me.Vi :i. v 

O ! let me press her in my eager arms, 

Wake her to life, and with this kindling kiss 

Give back that soul, she only lent to me. [Kisses ker. 

Imoinda! Oh! thy Oroonoko calls. 

[Imoinda coming tolAfe^ 
Imo. My Oroonoko ! Oh ! I can't believe 
What any man can say. But, if I am 
To be deceived, there's something in that name, 
That voice, that face [Starii^ at him. 

O ! if I know myself, I cannot be mistaken. 

[Runs and embraces Oroonoko. 
Oro, Never here: 
You cannot be mistaken : I am yours, 
Your Oroonoko, all that you would have. 
Your tender loving husband. 

Imo, All indeed 
That I would have : My husband ! then I am 
Alive, and waking to the joys I feel : 
They were so great, I could not think them true ; 
But I believe all that you say to me : 
For truth itself and everlasting love 
Grows in this breast, and pleasure in thftse arms. 
Oro, Take, take me all : Inquire into my heart, 
(You-know the way to ev'ry secret there) 
My heart the sacred treasury of love : 
And if, in absence, I have misemployed 
A mite from the rich store : If I have spent 
A wish, a s(igh, but what I sent to you ; 
May I be curs'd to wish, and sigh in vain, 
And you not pity me. 
Imo, O ! I believe, 
And know you by myself. It t\i€Sfc ^iiA c^^y 

p3 
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Since last we parted, have beheld the Betce . 
Of any comfort ; or once widi'd to sec 
The light of any other Heav'n but vou. 
May I be struck this moment blind, and lose . 
Your blessed sight, never to find you more. 

Oro, Imoinda! O, this separation 
Has made you dearer, if it can be so, 
Than you were ever to me. You appear 
Like a kind star to my benighted steps. 
To guide me on my way to happiness : 
I cannot miss it now. Governor, friend. 
You think me mad : But let me bless you all, 
Who any way have been the instruments 
Of finding her again. Imoinda's found ! 
And every thing that I would have in her. 

[Embracing her. 

Stan, Where's your mistress now. Governor ? 

Gov. Why, where most men's mistresses are forced 
to be sometimes, 
With her husband, it seems ! But I won't lose her so! 

[Aside* 

Stan, He has fought lustily for her, and deserves her. 
I'll say that for him. i 

Blan, Sir, we congratulate your happiness : I do 
most heartily. [To Oroonoko. 

Gov. And all of us ; but how comes it to pas s 

Oro. That will require 
More precious time than I can spare you now. 
I have a thousand things to ask of her. 
And she as many more to know of me. 
But you have made me happier, I confess, 
Acknowledge it, much happier, than I 
Have words, or pow'r, to tell you. Captain, you, 
£v'n you, who.most have wrong'd me, I forgive. 
I will not say you have betray 'd roe now : 
111 think you but the minister of fate. 
To bring me to my lov'd Imoinda Viete. 
Jf^o. How, bow shall 1 receive you-, \k«w\jfe^^xV^l 



SCXVE III.] OROONOKO. . 31 

Of such endearments, all this tenderness ? 
These are the transports of prosperity, 
When Fortune smiles upon us. 

Oro, Let the fools, 
Who follow Fortune, live upon her smiles. . 
All our prosperity is plac'd in love, 
We have enough of that to make us happy. 
This little spot of earth, you stand upon, 
Is more to me than the extended plains 
Of my great father's kingdom. Here I reign 
In full delights, in joys to pow'r unknown ; 
Your love my empire, and your heart my throne. 

[Exeunt, 



ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE I. 



A Plantation. 



Enter Aboan, the Three Slaves, and Hotman. 

Hot, What! to be slaves to cowards! slaves to 
rogues, who can't defend themselves ! 

Abo, Who is this man ? he talks as if he were ac- 
quainted with our design : is he one of us ? 

[Aside to his own Gang. 

1 Slave, Not yet : but he will be glad to make one, 
I believe. 

Abo. I think so too, and may be worth the lwivx^<> 

Hof, Go, sneak in comers; vj\i\s^\ oviX ^wi^. 
griefs. 
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For fear your masters hear you : Cringe and crouch 

Under the bloody whip, like beaten curs, 

That lick their wounds, and know no other cure* 

All, wretches all ! you feel their cruelty. 

As much as I can feel, but dare not groan. 

For my part, while I have a life and tongue, 

ril curse the authors of my slavery. 

Aho, Have you been long a slave ? 

Hot. Yes, many years. 

Abo. And do you only curse ? 

Hot. Curse! only curse! I cannot conjurci 
To raise the spirits up of other men : 
I am but one. O ! for a soul of fire, 
To warm, and animate our common cause, 
And make a body of us, then I would 
Po something more than curse. 

Aho. That body set on foot, would you be one, 
A limb, to lend it motion? 

Hot. I would be 
The heart of it ; the head, the hand, and heart : 
Would I could see the day ! 

Aho. This spirit pleases me, and I will trust him. — 

[Aside, 
The time may come to you ; be ready for it. ■ ■ 

Enter Blakdford. 

We're interrupted now — we'll meet anon. 

Blan. If there be any one among you here 
That did belong to Oroonoko, speak, 
I come to him, 

Aho. I did belong 'to him. Aboan my name. 
Blan. You are the man I want ; pray come with 
me. [Exit all but Hotman. 

jT Hot. Yes, 'tis as I suspected t his Aboan 
Has form'd some secret project to revolt ; 
My well-feign'd zeal has snar'd him, and hell trust 
me: 
Then welcome liberty I— not t\iat 1 m^axi 
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To trust his cunning, or the chance of arms ; 

I have a nearer, safer way to freedom : 

I'll learn the plot, and watch it step by step, 

Till on the verge of execution — then. 

Just then, betray it ; 'twill enhance the merit, 

And make reward more ample and more sure. 

[Exit. 

SCENE II. 

A Room. 

Enter Oroonoko and Imoinda. 

Oro. I do not blame my father for his love : 
Twas Nature's fault that made you like the sun, 
The reasonable worship of mankind : 
He could not help his adoration. 
But when I think on his barbarity, 
That could expose you to so many wrongs ; 
Driving you out to wretched slavery. 
Only lor being mine ; then I confess 
I wish I could forget the name of son, 
That I might curse the tyrant. 

Imo. I will bless him, 
For I have found you here : Heaven only knows 
What is reserv'd for us : But, if we guess 
The future by the past, our fortune must 
Be wonderful, above the common size 
Of good or ill ; it must be in extremes : 
Extremely happy, or extremely wretched. 

Oro. Tis in our pow'r to make it happy now. 

Imo. But not to keep it so. 

Enter Blandford and A bo an. 

Blan. My royal lord ! 
I have a present for you. 
Oro. Aboanl 



i 
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Abo, Your lowest slave. 

Oro, My tr/d and valu'd friend. 
This worthy man always prevents my wants : 
I only wish'd, and he has brought thee to me. 
Thou art surpris'd : Carry thy duty there : 

[Aboai9 goe$ tQ Imoinda, <md falls at her 
Feet. 
While I acknowledge mine, how shall I thank you ? 

Blan, Believe me honest to your interest, 
And I am more* than paid. I have secur'd 
That all your followers shall be gently us'd. 
This gentleman, your chief favourite, sir. 
Shall wait upon your person, while you stay 
Among us. 

Oro, I owe every thing to you. 

Blan, You must not think you are in slavery. 

Oro, I do not find I am. / 

BUm, Kind Heav'n has miraculously sent 
Those comforts, that may teach you to expect 
Its farther care, in your deliverance. 

Oro. I sometimes think myself, Heav'n is concerned 
For my deliverance. 

Blan, It will be soon ; 
You may expect it. Pray, in the mean time, 
Appear as cheerful as you can among us. 
You have some enemies, that represent 
You dangerous, and would be glad to find 
A reason, in your discontent, to fear : 
They watch your looks. But there are honest men, 
Who are your friends : You are secur'd in them. 

Oro, I thank you for your caution. 

Blan, I will leave you : 
And be assur'd, I wish your liberty. 

[Exit Blandford. 

Abo, He speaks you very fair. 

Oro, He means me fair. 
^^o. If he should not, ray \ord^ 
Pro. If be should not ? 
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I'll not suspect his truth : But if I did^ 
What shall I get by doubting ? 

Abo, You secure 
Yourself from disappointment : But besides, 
There's this advantage in suspecting him : 
"When you put off the hopes of other men, 
You will rely upon your god-like self : 
And then you may be sure of liberty. 

Oro, Be sure of liberty ! what dost thou mean. 
Advising to rely upon myself? 
I think I may be sure bn't : We must wait : 
'Tis worth a little patience. \Tuming to Iif oin^da* 

Abo, O, my lord ! 

Oro, What dost thou drive at ? 

Abo, Sir, another time 
You would have found it sooner : But I see 
Love has your heart, and takes up all your thoughts. 

Oro, And canst thou blame me? 

Abo. Sir, I must not blame you. 
But, as our fortune stands, there is a passion 
(Your pardon, royal mistress, I must speak) 
That would become you better than your love : 
A brave resentment ; which, inspired by you, 
Might kindle and diffuse a gen'rous rage 
Among the slaves, to rouse and shake our chains, 
And struggle to be free. 

Oro, How can we help ourselves? 

Abo. I knew you, when you wou'd have found a 
way. 
How help ourselves ! the very Indians teach us : 
We need but to attempt our liberty. 
And we carry it. We have hands sufficient, 
Double the number of our master's force. 
Ready to be employ'd. What hinders us 
To set them then at work ? We want but you. 
To head our entorprize, and bid us strike* 

Oro. WhsLt would you do^ 
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Abo, Cut our oppressors' throats. 

Oro. And you would have me join in your design 
Of murder. 

Abo, It deserves a better name : 
But, be it what it will, 'tis justify'd 
By self-defence, and natural liberty. 

Oro, I'll bear no more on't. 

Abo, I'm sorry for't. 

Oro. Nor shall you think of it ! 

Abo, Not think of it ! 

Oro. No, I command you not. 

Abo, Remember, sir. 
You are a slave yourself, and to command 
Is now another's right. Not think of it ! 
Since the first moment they put on my chains, 
I've thought of nothing but the weight of them. 
And how to throw them off: Can yours sit easy } 

Oro, I have a sense of my condition, 
As painful, and as quick, as yours can be. 
I feel for my Imoinda and myself; 
Imoinda, much the tenderest part of me. 
But, though I languish for my liberty, 
I would not buy it at the christian price 
Of black ingratitude : They shall not say. 
That we deserv'd our fortune by our crimes. 
Murder the innocent ! 

Abo, The innocent ! 

Oro. These men are so, whom you would rise 
against 
If we are slaves, they did not make us slaves. 
But bought us in the common way of trade. 
They paid our price for us, and we are now 
Their property, a part of their estate, 
To manage as they please. Mistake me not, 
I do not tamely say, that we should bear 
All they could lay upon us : But we find 
The load so light, so little to be {e\t« 

4 
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(Considering they have us in their pow'r, 
And may inflict what grievances they please) 
We ought not to complain. 

Abo, My royal lord ! 
You do not know the heavy grievances. 
The toils, the labours, weary drudgeries, 
Which they impose ; burdens more fit for beasts, 
For senseless beasts to bear, than thinking men. 
Then if you saw the bloody cruelties 
They execute on every slight offence ; 
Kay, sometimes in their proud, insulting sport, 
How worse than dogs they lash their fellow crea^* 

tures, 
Your heart would bleed for them. Oh ! could you 

know 
How many wretches lift their hands and eyes 
To you for their relief! 

Oro. I pity them, 
And wish I could with honesty do more. 

Abo. You must do more, and may, with honesty. 
O, royal sir, remember who you are, 
A prince, born for the good of other men ; 
Whose godlike office is to draw the sword 
Against oppression, and set free mankind : 
And this Fm sure you think oppression now. 
What tho' you have not felt those miseries, 
Never believe you are oblig'd to them : 
They have their selfish reasons, may be, now, 
For using you so well : But there will come 
A time, whfen you must have your share of them. 

Oro. You see how little cause I have to think so . 
Favour'd in my own person, in my friends ; 
Indulged in all that can concern my care, 
In my Imoinda's soft society. [Embracing her. 

Abo, And therefore would you lie contented down 
In the forgetfulness, and arms of love^ 
To get young princes for them \ 
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Oro. Say'st thou! hi! 

Abo. Princes, the heirs of empire, and the last 
Of your illustrious lineage, to he bom 
To pamper up their pride, and be their slaves? 
Oro. Imoinda! save me, save me from that 

thought ! 
Imo. There is no safety from it : I have long 
Suffered it with a mother s labouring pains ; 
And can no longer. Kill me, kill me now, 
While I am blest, and happy in your love ; 
Rather than let me live to see you hate me : 
As you must hate me : me, the only cause, 
The fountain of these flowing miseries. 

Oro. Shall the dear babe, the eldest of my hopes, 
Whom I begot a prince, be born a slave ? 
The treasurer of this temple was designed 
T* enrich a kingdom's fortune : shall it here 
Be sciz'd upon by vile unhallowed hands, ' 
To be employ'd in uses Inost profane ? 

Abo. In most unworthy uses ; think of that; 
And, while you may, prevent it. O, my lord, 
Rely on nothing that they say to you. 
They speak you fair, I know, and bid you wait : 
But think what 'tis to wait on promises. 
And promises of men ^ho know no tie 
Upon their wbrds, against their interest : 
And where's their interest in freeing you ? 

Imo. O ! where iiideed, to lose so many slaves ? 
Abo. Nay, grant this man, you think so much your 
' friend. 
Be honest, and intends all that he says ; 
He is but one ; and in a government. 
Where, he confesses, you have enemies, 
That watch your looks. What looks can you put 

oh. 
To please these men, who are before resolv'd 
To read them their ovm way ! AUa, ip:) \oi4\ 
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If they incline to think you dangerous. 
They have their knavish arts to make you so : 
And then who knows how far their cruelty 
May carry their revoige ? 

lino. To every thing 
That does belong to you, your friends, and me : 
I shall be torn from you, forced away 
Helpless and miserable : Shall I live 
To see that day again ? 

Oro. That day shall never come. 
Abo, I know you are persuaded to believe 
The Govemoi^s arrival will prevent 
These mischiefs, and bestow your liberty : 
But who is sure of that ? I rather fear 
More mischiefs from his coming* He is young, 
Luxurious, passionate, and amorous : 
Such a complexion, and made bold by power, 
To countenance all he is prone to do, 
Wil) know no bounds, no law against his lusts. 
If, in a fit of his intemperance. 
With a strong hand he shall resolve to seisse, 
And force my royal mistress from your arms, 
How can you help yourself? 
Oro. Ha ! thou has rous'd 
The lion in his den, he stalks abroad. 
And the wide forest trembles at his roar. 
I find the danger now : My spirits start 
At the alarm, and from all quarters come 
To man my heart, thie citadel of love. 
Is there a power on earth to force you from nie ? , 
And sball I not resist it ? 
Now I am fashioned to tby purpose : speak, * 
What combination, what conspiracy, 
Would'st thou engage me in ? I'll undertake 
All thou would'st have me now for liberty. 
For the great cause of love and liberty. 
Abo. Now^ my great master, you appear yourself. 

e2 
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And, since we have you joinM in our design. 
It cannot fail us* 1 have muster'd up 
The choicest slaves, men who are sensible 
Of their condition, and seem most resolv'd : 
They have their several parties. 

Oro, Summon them, 
Assemble them : 1 will come forth and show 
Myself among them : If they are resolv'd, 
V\\ lead their foremost resolutions. 

Abo. 1 have provided those will follow you. 

Oro, With this reserve in our proceedings still. 
The means that lead us to our liberty 
Must not be bloody. 

Abo, In self-defence, my lord 

Oro, I know, I feel. 
All thou canst say, and more — is there no way ? 

[Paiuet. 
Ye gods ! 'tis inspiration ! what a thought ! 
The very ship that brought, that made us slaves, 
Swims in the river still — we'll seize on that. 
And not a life shall fall — 

Abo. And shall we then 
Desert our honest, brave, unhappy friends ! — 
Blast all their hopes 

Oro. O ! no, we'll go together ; 
Not one associate shall be left behind. 

Abo. Why, farewell then revenge it shall be 

so. — 
We shall expect you, sir 

Oro. You shall not long. 

[Exeunt Oroonoko, Imoinda, and 
Abo AN. 



$C^N£ III.J O&OONOKO.- 41 

SCENE III. 

A Plantation. 

Enter several Si;.av£s, Conspirators. 

1 Slav, Tis about the time now, he'll be here soon. 

2 Slav. Well, but what are we to do ? 

1 Slav. To do ! why we are to be free. 

2 Slav. Ay ! 'twas lucky this Aboan came among 
us ; when I look at him, and hear him talk, I think 
I'm free already. 

3 Slav. Why, ay, to be sure ; such men as he may 
do much. 

2 Slav. Why, we were all such men, 'till slavery 

broke us. 
But what is the project? 

3 Slav. Why, we shall hear, we shall hear, 

1 Slav. Ay, let Aboan alone; 111 warrant heTll 
put us in a way. 

2 Slav. There's Hotman too ; did you hear how he 
fir'd, wh«n our tyrants ran away, and left us to the 
Indians. 

1 Slav. Did I? ay — Hotman, in my opinion, has 

as much spirit as Aboan here they are, coming 

together ; let us draw back a little : See how earn- 
estly they talk ; don't let us interrupt them. 

[They retire to the Back of the Stage. 

Enter Hotman and Aboan. 

Abo. This is his scheme ; I left him but this mo* 

ment. 
Hot. I like it not; a glorious feat indeed, ' 
For souls of fire, provok'd by burning wrongs. 
To seize a ship by night and steal away, 
Our useless weapons slumb'hng m \k<& ^\i<e!d)^. 
Confusion! and our suffrvngB UTVTeN«ii\^^\ 

£ 3 
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Abo, Indeed I thought of more ; but is not freedom, 
Without the chance of contest, worth acceptance? 

Hot. 1 know not — to those frigid clods, perhaps ; 
To our pale lords, who only dare to strike 
Whom others bind, it might — but not to me — 
By all my wrongs, I thirst for more than freedom, 

Abo. Thy noble ardour might e'en warm the dead? 

We'll try once more its pow'r on Oroonoko 

But soft, here are our friends, and as I think 

At distance comes the Prince — it must be he 

Welcome, my friends, the Prince is of your party. 

[Turning to the Slaves. 
And has engaged to make your cause his own- 
See where he comes 

Enter Orooijoko. 

Here are our friends, my lord. 

Who ask but your concurrence to be free. 

Oroi If to all these I am the means of freedom, 
'Tis well I was a slave — ^'tis well that here 
I've learnt the wrongs you suffer. 
Hot- Tis better not to be, than thus to suffer. 
Abo. To die at once, than leave our wretched off- 
spring 

Heirs of the chains and scourges that 

Oro. No more 

My fiiend here tells me, you have well resolv'd, 

[To the Slaves. 
To make one glorious effort to be free ; 
To risk your lives, and all the threefold woes 
That would attend our unsuccessful contest. 

[The Slaves look on each other , and ansxcer 
Nothing. 
Hot. [Clamormtsly.] All, all we risk for freedom — 
and revenge ! 
/Oaoo NOKo turns quicfc, and hoks tamest!^ 

at HOTMAN. 
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Oro. [After a Pause.] Tis well ! 'tis great ! [Turn- 
ing to the Rest.] But I have found the rncanft 

To gain our purpose by a safer way 

Hot. [Interrupting.] A safer ! — let him talk of safer 
ways, 
Who holds his life more dear than great reverige. 

[Oaoonoko turns hastily again, and looks at 
HoTM AN ', fixing his Eyes some time upon him^ 
without speaking ; — Hot man at length shows 
some Signs of' Cofifusion : Oroonoko then 
turns and speaks to A bo an. 
Oro. Is this the man, whose zeal you prais'd so 
much ? 

Aho, It is 

Hot. [More confused.] They whisper; yes, I am 
suspected ; 

I must talk louder still [Aside, 

Oro. [Still eyeing Hotman.] And is he trusted with 

tiie whole design ? 
Abo. He is, my lord. 
Oro. The marks of guilt are on him. 

Abo. Not so, my lord 

Oro. Whence his confusion, then, to meet my 

eye? 
Abo. Whence his confusnion now, suppose him 

false? 
Oro. Whence ! from the consciousness of falsehood 
here, 
That which makes villains start at their own sha- 
dow, 
That made him fear my eye, though it could reach 

No farther than the covering of his heart 

Ev'n now he trenftbles, and a sickly hue 

Steals on his cheeks 

Abo. It does — ^yet try him farther. 
Oto. To try him, now he's Uu^leA, \iOO\& >\^^^i^ 
thin or* 
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Abo, Do it, if only to restore our hope. 
Or end the torments of suspense 

Oro, I will. 

Your zeal, my friend, I honour ; but you kno w- 

[To HOTMAN, 

Hot.' That nobler hopes have set my soul on 
fire, 
Than just to steal a ship, and run away — — 

If I consent to this, yc gods ! 

[He affects to speak this hud, but his Voice 
falters through his Fear. 
Oro. If you do not consent, you will not sure-- — 
Hot. I will not what ? — Who is there that suspects 
me ? [In a g^'eat Collision. 

[Oroonoko looks at Aboak, then turns again to 
Hot MAN. 
Oro. Suspects, my friend! Of what should we sus- 
pect you ? 
Abo. [Hastily.] By Heav'ns — if I suspected any 
present 
Of a perfidious view to blast our hopes. 
This dagger here at once should make him faithful. 

[HoTMAK, staring, attempts to speak; but 
is overcome by his Confusion and Terror. 
Oro. [To Aboan.] What think you now ? 
Abo. By all my fears, a coward and a traitor. 
Oro. He'll certainly betray us. 
Abb. That he shall not : 

For what I swore, I'll do 

Oro. What wilt thou do ? 

Abo. Ill stop his mouth before you ; stab him here, 
And then let him inform. 

[Going to stab Hotman, Oroonoko holds 
him; Hotman, who keeps his Eye upon 
them, perceives it with extreme Confusion, 
and after some irresolute Gestures.^ steals 
off unperceivcd. 
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Oro, Thou art not mad 



Abo, I wou'd secure ourselves. 

Oro, it shall not be this way, — it cannot be ; 
To murder him, is to alarm the rest. 

[Turns about ^ and misses Hotman. 
What, is he gone? 

Abo, [To the Slaves.] Is Hotman gone ? 

1 Slax). Hotman, my lord, is gone ; but doubt him 
not, [To Oroonoko. 
The stern inquiring look of majesty, 
(We feel its pow'r) will strike the mind with awe : 
He dar'd to differ, sir : But, when oppos'd. 
He felt, confus'd, the difTrence of his state 

Oro. Why, be it so 

My fellow-sufferers, and worthy friends ; 
To-morrow, early as the breaking day, 
We rendezvous behind the citron grove ; — 

'Till then, farewell [Exeunt Slaves. 

Aboan ! 

Abo. My lord. 

Oro, Twas better not to trust them with our feai*s, 
Yet let them meet at a more early time ; 
Within this hour — and then, though Hotman's false, 
We may succeed before we are betray'd 

Abo. We may— rU after them and do it. 

[Exeunt secerally. 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I. 



The Governor's House, 



Enter the Lieutenant Governor and Hotman.. 

God. To seize the ship, say you ? 

Hot, Ev'n so, my lord. 

Gov, At what hour ? 

Hot. The hour I cannot tell. 

Crov, Wasjou not trusted then ? 

Hot. fwas, my lord ; but he they call the Prince — 

Gffo. What, Oroonoko ? 

Hot, The same, my lord;, a bloody-minded fel- 
low ; — 
He and another took it in their heads 
To think I was not quite the rogue I seem'd, 
And if I had not left them, wou'd have stabb'd me. 

Gffo, Indeed Well we must be before-hand with 

them 

Your honest service to the government 

Shall be rewarded with your liberty. [Pauses. 

Let's sec 

Hot, [Aside^ Cou d I have work'd them up to far- 
ther mischief. 
My wages had been more. [Retiring. 

Gov. Here, Hotman ^\Mtik'jc^ 
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Let Captain Driver come to me this moment- 



\Eadt HoTMAX . 
Why this is just the thing I wouM have wish'd. 
The laws now take this Oroonoko off, 
And leave Imoinda mine — the ship secur'd, 
His party will desert him, and with ease 
I then may seize my prey. 

Enter Captain Driver. 

Captain, what hands have you on board to-night? 

Capt* Not many ; but enough to do the business. — 
I learnt it from the slave I met below. 

G(yc. I sent him, sir, 

Capt. I know it. Governor ; and I have sent him 
with orders that the ship shou'd weigh, and stand 
from shore ; 'tis doing, sir, ere now. 

Goto, Your crew then. Captain, are not all on 
board? 

Qapt, No, no ; I'll send them orders to be ready ; 
They'll do for your Prince Oroonoko yet. 

Got-. Well, Captain, 111 expect you ; I shall order 
All the militia under arms directly, 
Here on the platform. 

Qoapt, You need not fear me. \Extunt severally. 



SCENE II. 

The Citron Grace, — Moonlight, 

jEw^er Oroonoko, Aboan, Imoinda; Slaves, 
Women and C-RiiuH'ti^^ following, 

Oro. Come on, my friends ! see, viVi^t^ ^^ mYCi!^ 
mooa 
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Now shines upon our purpose ! Let our march 
At once be swift and silent, like her course; 
The ship surpris'd, we triumph without conflict^ 
Nor mark our way to liberty with blood. 

[As Oroonoko is leading them out, 

Enter a Slave. 

1 Slav, [Prostrating himself before Oroonoko.] My 

lord, my prince 

Oro. What would'st thou say ? be brief. 

1 Slav. The villain Hotman — 

Abo. Ah!— . 

Oro. Well, what of him ? — take courage — what of 

him? 
1 Slav. My lord, I fear he has bctray'd us. 
Oro. Why? 

1 Slav. From our last rendezvous, my lord, e'en 
now 
I watch*d him to the Governor's ; but there 
He stay'd not long ; I saw, as he came out, 
He spoke to Captain Driver, and from him, 
I watch'd him still ; he hasted to the ship, 
Which, now unmoor'd, lies farther from the shore ; 
The Captain and his crew are up in arms ; 
All the militia out, the place alarm'd : 

They'll soon be here 

Oro. Why, we must meet them then ; the iron hand 
Of stern necessity, is now upon us ; 
And from the rack she drives us to our swords. 

[Draus. 
The women and the children fall behind. 
Unfit for dangers, such as now approach us. 
What will become of them ! 

[A BO AN, who^ during this Scene, expresses the ut- 
most Anguish of Mind, by his Gestures and 
Deportment^ at length comes forward, and pro- 
strating himself before Ob.oo^ois^o> taVe% \i\% 
J^oot and sets it upon his Head. 
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Oro. Forbear — ^we're bom to error ;— let me raise 

thee 

I know thee faithfiil, therefore blame thee not. 
Abo, O, my dear lord ! my heart drops blood to 
think 
My hasty eager fond credulity 
Should let that slave's false seeming, thus undo us — 

Oro, Name it no more 

Abo, Tis lost — ^'tis ruin'd — ^and by me ! — but this — 
[He suddenly draws a Dagger, and offers to stab 
himself ; but Oroonoko lays hold of his 
Hand. 
Oro. Hold ! — now you wrong my design : Thus 
far 
Thou'st only err'd ; — but to desert me now 

[Wresting the Dagger from him. 
Wou'd be a crime indeed — I need thy help. 

[Turning to Imoinda. 
Imoinda, you must not expose yourself : 
Retire, my love ; I almost fear for you. 

Imo. I fear no danger : — Life, or death , I will 
Enjoy with you. 

1 hlav. [Alarmed.] They come, they come — I see 

them ; the3r're upon us. 
Oro. [Putting himself before Imoiiht} A.] My person 
is your guard. 

Enter the Lieutenant Governor, «t;tMHoTMAN and 
his Rabble; Captain Stanmore and his Men. 

Abo. There is the villain that betray 'd our cause ; 
His life is due to me. [/Advancing. 

Oro. Hold, you ; — and you who come against us, 
hold ! 
I charge you in the general good to all, 
And wish I could command you, to prevent 
The bloody havoc of the mutd'm^ vnoi^ — 
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1 would not \irge destruction uncompeli'd ; 

But, if you follow fate, you find it here. 
Who first advances 

Enter the Captain, with his Crew. 

Capt, Here, here, here they are. Governor:— 
What, seize upon my ship ! 

Come, boys, fall on 

[Advancingjirsty Oroonoko kills him, 

Oro. Thou art fall'n indeed ; 
Thy own blood be upon thee ! 

Gov. Restit-there. 
He did deserve his death. Take him away.— 

[The Body rtmoived. 
You see, sir, you, and those mistaken men, 
Must be our witnesses, we do not come 
As enemies, and thirsting for your blood. 
If we desir'd your ruin, the revenge 
Of our companion's death, had push'd it on. 
But that we overlook, in a regard 
To common safety, and the public good. 

Oro. Regard that public good : — Draw off your 
men. 
And leave us to our fortune : We're resolv'd. 

Gov, Resolv'd ! on what? your resolutions 
Are broken, overturned, prevented, lost : 
W^hat fortune now can you raise out of them ? 
Nay, grant we should draw off, what can you do } 
Where can you move ? What more can you resolve ? 
Unless it be to throw yourselves^ away. 
Famine must eat you up, if you go on. 
You see, our numbers could with ease compel 
What we request: — And what do we request? 
Only to save yourselves. 

[The Women, with their Childrev^ geikeri»g 
€kmt tkt M&ic. 



SCEKB II.] OEQONOKO. 51 

Oro, I'll hear no more. 

Giro. To those poor wretches^ who have been se- 
duc'd 
And led away, to all, and ev'ry one. 
We offer a full pardon 

Oro, Then fall on, [Frepairmg to engage. 

Goto, Lay hold upon't, before it be too late ; 
Pardon and mercy. 

[TAf Men leaioe Oeoonoko, and fall upon their 
Faces, crying out for Pardon, 

Sla'oes, Pardon — ^mcrcy — ^pardon ! 

Oro. Let them go all. Now, Governor, I see, 
I own, the folly of my enterprise, 
The rashness of this action ; and must blush, 
Quite through this veil of night, a whitely shame, 
To think I could design to make those free. 
Who were by nature slaves ; wretches, designed 
To be their masters' dogs, and lick their feet. 
We were too few before for victory. 
We're still enow to die. 

[To Imoinpa, Aboan, and his Friends. 

Enter Blandford. 

Gov, Live, royal sir ; 
Live, and be happy long, on your own terms ; 
Only consent to yield, and you shall have 
What terms you can propose, for you, and yours. 

Oro, Consent to yield ! Shall I betray myself? 

Blah, I'm glad you have proceeded by fair means ; 

[To the Governor. 
I came to be a mediator. 

Gov. Try what you can work upon him. 

Oro. Are you come against me too? 

Blan. Is this to come against you ? 

[Cfffering his Sivord to Oroonoko. 
Unarm'd to put myself into your hands ? 
J come, 1 hope, to serve you. 

j2 
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Oro. You have serv'd me ; 
I thank you for't : and I am pleas'd to think 
You were my friend, while I had need of one : 
But now 'tis past : — this fieirewell, and begone. 

[Embraces Mm* 

Blan, It is not past, and I must serve you still. 
I would make up these breaches, which the sword 
Will widen more, and close us all in love. 

Oro. I know what I have done, and I should be 
A child, to think they ever can forgive. 
Forgive ! Were there but that, I would not live 
To be forgiven : — Is there a power on earth, 
That I can ever need forgiveness from ? 

Blan, You shall not need it. 

Oro, No, I will not need it. 

Blan. You see, he offers you your own conditions^ 
For you, and yours. 

Oro, Must 1 capitulate ? 
Precariously' compound, on stinted terms, 
To save my life ? 

Bhn, Sir, he imposes none. 
You make them for your own security. 
If your great heart cannot descend to treat, 
In adverse fortune, with an enemy. 
Yet sure your honour's safe, you may accept 
Offers of peace and safety from a friend ? 

Gov, He will rely on what you say to him : 

[To Blandford, 
Offer him what you can, I will confirm 
And make all good : Be you my pledge of trust, 

Blan, I'll answer with my life for all he says. 

God, Ay, do, and pay the forfeit if you please. 

[Aside, 

Blan, Consider, sir, can you consent to throw 
That blessing from you, you so hardly found, 

[Of ImoindAv 
And so much valu'd once. 
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Oro, Imoinda ! oh ! 
Tis she, that holds me on this argument 
Of tedious life: I could resolve it sooni 
Were this curs'd being only in debate. 
But my Imoinda struggles in my soul: 
She makes a coward of me, 1 confess : 
I am afraid to part with her in death ; 
And more afraid of life to lose her here. 

Blan. This way you must lose her ; think upon 
The weakness of her sex, made yet more weak 
With her condition, requiring rest, 
And soft indulging ease, to nurse your hopes, 
And make you a giad father. 

Oro. There I feel 
A father's fondness, and a husband's love. 
They seize upon my heart, strain all its strings 
To pull me to ihem from my stern resolve. 
Husband and father! all the melting art 
Of eloquence lives in those soft'ning names. 
Methinks I sec the babe, with infant hands, 
Pleading for life, and begging to be born : 
Shall I forbid his birth ? Deny him light ? 
The heavenly comforts of all cheering light ? 
These are the calls of nature, that call loud ; 
They will be heard, and conquer in their cause : 
He must not be a man, who can resist them. 
No, my Imoinda ! I will venture all 
To save thee, and that little innocent : 
The world may be a better friend to him. 
Than I have found it. Now I yield myself: 

[Gives up his Sword, 
The conflict's past, and we are in your hands. 

[Several Men get about Oroonoko and Aboan, 
and seize them. 

Gov, So you shall find you are. Dispose of 

them. 
As I commanded you. 
B^^, Good Heav'n forbid \ y ow c^xvaoV \aR»:^ — 

F 3 
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Gov. This is not your concern. 
[To Blandford, who goes hastily to Stakmore. 
Blan. For Heav'n's sake use your infrest with hiniy 

Stanraore. 
Gov. I must take care of you. [To Imoinda, 

Into, Tm at the end 
Of all my care : Here will I die with him. 

[Holding Orookoko. 
Oro. You shall not force her from me. 

[He holds her. 
Gov, Then I must [They force her from him. 

Try other means, and conquer force by force : 
Break, cut off his hold, bring her away. 
Stan, Dear Governor, consider what you do. 

Gov, Away 

Imo. I do not ask to live, kill me but here. 
Oro, O bloody dogs ! Inhuman murderers ! 

[I MO IN D A /orc'rf out of one Door by the Gover- 
nor and Others, Oroonoko and Aboan, 
out of another. [Exeunt. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I. 



Governor's House, 



Enter the Lieutenant Governor, with Bland- 
ford, and Stan more. 

Blan, Have you no reverence of future fame ? 
No awe upon your actions, from iKe ton^ucs^ 
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The censuring tongues of men, that will be free ? 

If you confess humanity, believe 

There is a God, to punish or reward 

Our doings here : Do not provoke your fate. 

Gov. Tell me no more of fame, and breach of 
faith, 
The public good requires that he should die. 

Stan, The public good must totter, when the 
base 
Is fraud, and craft, and prostituted honour. 

Blan, When guilt is sanctified by bold pretences 
That wrong is in its consequences right. 
The bond that holds society together 
Is broken ! Rule and order at an end. 
And anarchy must desolate the world. 

Gov, The planters hold not these opinions, sir ; 
They think it well that bloodshed was prevented 
By any means, and now are clamorous 
To have this slave cut off 

Blan, We are not sure, so wretched, to have 
these. 
The rabble, judge for us : The changing crowd, 
The arbitrary guard of fortune's power, 
Who wait to catch the sentence of her frowns, 
And hurry all to ruin she condemns. 

Stan, So far from farther wrongs, that 'tis a shame 
He should be where he is. Good Governor, 
Order his liberty : He yielded up 
Himself, his all. 

Blan, He yielded on your word ; 
And I am made the cautionary pledge, - 
'I'he gage and hostage of your keeping it. 
Remember, sir, he yielded on your word ; 
Your word ! — Which honest men will think should 

be 
The last resort of truth, and trust on earth : 
You cannot sure persist in sxicVi ai\ «lCX, 
And be sedately cruel and pcrfidVoxx^ 
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Stan. Besides, the wretch has now no longer poVr 
Of doing harm, were he dispos'd to use it, 

Blan, But he is not dispos'd. 

Stan. We'll be his sureties, sir. 

Blan, Yes, we will answer for him now, my friend, 
the Governor, I know will thank us. 

Gov, Well, you will have it so, do what you please; 
just what you will with him, I ^ve you leave. 

[Exit, 

Blan, We thank you, sir; this way, pray come 
with me. [Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 



Oroonoko discovered upon his Back, his Legs and Arms 
stretched out, and chained to the Groimd. 



Enter Blandford Stan more, c^^^. 

Blan. O miserable sight ! help every one. 
Assist me all to free him from his chains. 

\They help him up, and bring him forward, hook- 
ing down. 
Most injured prince ! how shall we clear ourselves ? 

Stan. We are not guilty of your injuries, 
No way consenting to them ; but abhor, 
Abominate, and loath this cruelty. 

Oro, If you would have me think you are not all 
Confederates, all accessary to 
The base injustice of your Governor ; 
If you would have me live, as you appear 
Concerned for me ; if you would have me live 
To thank, and bless you, there is yet a way 
To tie me ever to your honest \oNe*. 
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Bring my Imoinda to me ; give me her, 

To charm my sorrows, and, if possible, 

I'll sit down with my wrongs ; never to rise 

Against my fate, or think of vengeance more. 
Rhm. Be satisfy'd, you may depend upon us ; 

We'll bring her safe to you, and suddenly. 

In the mean time 

Endeavour to forget, sir, and forgive ; 

And hope a better fortune. 

[EreMwf Bland FORD, Stanmore, &c« 
Oro. Forget ! forgive ! 1 must indeed forget, 
When I forgive : But while I am a man, 
In flesh, that bears the living marks of shame. 

The print of his dishonourable chains, 

I never can forgive this Governor, 

This villain ; 

What shall I do ? If I declare myself, 

I know him, he will sneak behind his guard 

Of followers, and brave me in his fears. 

Else, lion-like, with my devouring rage, 

I would rush on him, fasten on his throat. 

Tear a wide passage to his treacherous heart, 

And that way lay him open to the world. \Fa\mng* 

If 1 should turn his christian arts on him. 

Promise him, speak him fair, flatter, and creep 

With fawning steps, to get within his faith, 

I could betray him then, as he has me. 

But am I sure by that to right myself? 

Lying's a certain mark of cowardice : 

And, when the tongue forgets its honesty, 

The heart and hand may drop their functions too^ 

And nothing worthy be resolv'd or done. 

Honour should be concerned in honour's cause, 

liet me but find out 

An honest remedy, I have the hand, 

^ mini:$tring band, that will apply it home. \Ent. 
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SCENE III. 



The Govern oe's House. 

Enter the Lieutenant Governor, Blandford, 

and Stanmore. 

Gov. [Impatiently,"] Well, what^s the matter now ? 

Blan. I'm sorry we intrude, sir ; but our business 
Will quickly be despatched : We come to seek 
Clemene, sir ; we've promised Oroonoko 
To bring her to him. 

God, You do very well ; 'tis kindly done of you : 
'Ev'n carry her to him with all my heart. 

Stan, You must tell us where she is. 

Gov, I tell you ! why, don't you know ? 

Blan, Your servant says she's in the house. 

Gov, No, no ; I brought her home at first, indeed^ 
but I thought it would not look well to keep hfer here ; 
I remov'd her in the hurry, only to take care of her. 
What ! she belongs to you : I have nothing to do with 
her ! 

Stan, But where is she now, sir? 

Gov. Why, faith, I can't say certainly : you'll hear 
of her at Parham House, I suppose : there, or there- 
abouts ; 1 think I sent her there. 

Blan. ril have an eye on him. [Aside, 

[Exeunt all hut the Governor. 

Gov. I have ly'd m3^elf into a little time, 
And must employ it : they'll be here again ; 
But I must be before them. 

[Going outy he meets Imoinda, and seizes her. 
Are you come? 
777 court no longer for a happmea^ 
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That is in my own keeping : You may still 
Refuse to grant, so I have power to take. 
The man that asks, deserves to be den/d. 

Enter Blanford behind him. 

Into, He does indeed, that asks unworthily. 

Blan. You hear her sir ; that asks unworthily. 

Gov, You are no judge. 

Blan, I am of my own slave. 

Gov, Be gone, and leave us. 

Blan, When you let her go. 

Gov, To fasten upon you. 

Tmo. Help ! murder ! help ! 

Gov. She shall not ^scape me so. IVe gone to» 
far. 
Not to go farther. Curse on my delay ; 
But yet she is, and shall be in my power. 

Blan. Nay, then it is the war of honesty ; 
I know you, and will save you from yourself. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE IV. 

Enter Oroonoko. 

Oro. To honour bound ! and yet a slave to level 
I am distracted by their rival powers, 
And both will be obe/d. O, great revenge ! 
Thou i:ai8er and restorer of ijHiirn fame ! 
Let me not be unworthy of thy aid, 
For stopping in thy course : I still am thine; 
But can't forget I am Imoinda's too. 
She calls me from my wrongs to Te&cueVec. 
No man condemn me, who has neveac i«\^ 
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A woman's power, or try'd the force of love: 

Love, love will be 

My first ambition, and my fame the next. 

Enter Aboan, bloody. 
Aboan ! 
My ever faithful friend ! 

Mo. I have no name 1 

That can distinguish me from the vile earth, | 

To which I'm going : A poor abject worm, 
That crawF d a while upon the bustling world, 
And now am trampled to my dust again. 

Oro. I see thee gash'd and mangled. 

Abo. Sparc my shame, [He lies down. 

To tell how they have us'd me : But believe 
The hangman's hand would have been merciful. 
Do not you scorn me, sir, to think I can 
Intend to live under this infamy. 
I do not come for pity, but for pardon. 

Oro. For pardon ! wound me not with keener 
anguish 
Than yet I feel, by thinking thou canst need it : 
Thou'st spent an honourable life wirfi me ; 
The earliest servant of my rising fame. 

[Stooping and embreunng Mm. 

Jbo. And would attend it with my latest care ; 
My life was yours, and so shall be my death. 

You must not live; alas ! you must not live 

Bending and sinking, I have dragg'd my steps 
Thus far, to tell you that you cannot live : 
To warn you of those ignominious wrongs. 
Whips, rods, and all the instruments of death, 
Which I have felt, and are prepared for you. 
This was the duty that I had to pay. 
'Tis done, and now I beg to be discharged. 
Oro. What shall 1 do iot XVie^^ 
-^60. My body tirest 
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And will not bear roe off to liberty : 
I shall again be taken, made a slave. 
A sword, a dagger yet would rescue me. 
I have not strength to go to find out death ; 
You must direct him to me* 

Oro, Here he is, [Gives km a Dagger, 

The only present I can make thee now : 
And, next the honourable means of life, 
I would bestow the honest means of death. 

Abo, I cannot stay to thank you. Only this. 
The villain Hotman, as I stagger'd hither, 
ArmM with a sword I met: I wrench'd it from 

him. 
Collecting all my strength ; and in his heart, 
Stain'd to the hilt, I lett it. 
O, my dear honoured master, if there is 
A being after this, I shall be yours 
In the next world ; your faithful slave again. 
This is to try. [Stabs himself. 

I will not say, farewell ; 
For you must follow me. [Dies. 

Oro. In life and death, 
The guardian of my honour ! Follow thee ! 
I should have gone before thee : then perhaps 
Thy fate had been prevented. 
Why, why> you gods ! why am I so accurs'd, 
That it must be a reason of your wrath ; 
A guilt, a crime sufficient to the fate 
Of any one, but to belong to me ? 
My friend has found it, and my wife will soon : 
My wife ! the very fear's too much for life : 
I can't support it. Where ? Imoinda ! Oh ! 

[Going outy she meets him^ running into his 
Arms. 
Thou bosom softness ! down of all my cares ! 
Thou art disorder'd, pale> and omI oi V^t^^'Oci\ 
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If fate pursues thee, find a shelter here. 
What is it thou would tell me ? 
Jmo. Tis in vain to call him villain. 
Oro, Call him Governor : is it not so ? 
Into, There's not another sure so great. 
Ofo. Villain's the common name 6f mankind 
here, 
But his most properly. What ! what of him ? 
I fear to be resolved, and must inquire. 
He had thee in his power? 
Imo, 1 blush to think it. 
Oro, Blush ! to think what ? 
Imo, That I was in his power. 
Oro, He could not use it ? 
Imo, What can't such men do ? 
Oro, But did he, durst he ? 
Imo, What he cou'd he dar'd. ^ 

Oro, His own gods damn him then ! for ours have 
none, 
No punishment for such unheard of crime. 

Imo, This monster, cunning in his flatteries. 
When he had weary'd all his useless arts, 
Leap'd out, fierce as a beast of prey^ to seize me. 
I trembled, fear'd. 

Oro, I fear, and tremble now. 
What cou'd preserve thee ? what deliver thee ? 

Imo, That worthy man, you us'd to call your 

friend. 
Oro, Blandford. 

Imo, Came in, and sav'd me from his rage. 
Oro, He was a friend indeed, to rescue thee ! 
And, for his sake, I'll think it possible 
A christian may be yet an honest man. 

Imjo, O, did you know what I have struggled 
through, 
To save me yours, sure you would promise me 
Never to see me forc'd from you aga\tv. 

1 
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Oro, To promise thee ! O ! do I need to promise ? 
But there is now no farther use of words. 
Death is security for all our fears. 

[Shorm Aboan's Body on the Floor. 

Imo, Aboan ! 

Oro. Mangled and torn, resol/d to give me time 
To fit myself for what I must expect, 
Groan'd out a warning to me, and expir'd. 

Imo. For what you must expect ? 

Oro. Would that were all ! 

Lno. What ! to be butcher'd thu s - ■ 

Oro. Just as thou scest. 

Imo. By barb'rous hands, to £bI1 at last their prey! 

Oro. I have run the race with honour, shall I 
now 
Lag, and be overtaken at the goal ? 

Imo. No. 

Oro. I must look back to thee. [Tenderly. 

Imo. You shall not need. 
Vm always present to your purpose ; say, 
Which way you would dispose me ? 

Oro. Have a care. 
Thou'rt on a precipice, and dost not see 
Whither that question leads thee. 
I cannot, as 1 would, dispose of thee ; 
And, as I ought, I dare not. Oh, Imoinda ! 

Imo. Alas ! that sigh ! Why do you tremble so ? 
Nav, then 'tis bad indeed, if you can weep. 

Oro. My heart runs over, if my gushing eyes 
Betray a weakness which they never knew^ 
Believe, thou only, thou could'st cause these tears : 
The gods themselves conspire with faithless men 
To our destruction. 

Imo. Heav'n and earth our foes ! 
If Heav'n could be appeas'd, these cruel men 
Are not to be entreated or bel\eVd\ 
O! think on that, and be no. mote decwi'^, 

g2 
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Oro, But we were born to suffer. 

Into. Suffer both, 
Both die, and so prevent them. 

Oro. By thy death ! 
O ! let me hunt my travell'd thoughts again ; 
Range the wide waste of desolate despair ; 
Start any hope. Alas I I lose myself, 
Tis pathless, dark, and barren all to me. 
Thou art my only guide, my light of life, 
And thou art leaving me : send out thy beams 
Upon the wing ; let them fiy all around, 
Discover every way : is there a dawn, 
A glimmering of comfort? The great god. 
That rises on the world, must shine on us. 

ImOn And see us set before him. 

Oro, Thou bespeak'st, 
And goest before me. 

Imo. So I would in love. 
In the dear unsuspected part of life, 
In death for love. Alas ! what hopes for me ? 
I was preserved but to acquit myself, 
To beg to die with you. 

Oro, Which is the way ? 

Imo. The God of Love is blind, and cannot find it. 
But quick, make haste, our enemies have eyes, 
To find us out, and show us the worst way 
Of parting : think on them. 

Oro. Why dost thou wake me ? 

Imo. O ! no more of love. 
For, if I listen to you, I shall quite 
Forget my dangers, and desire to live. 
I can't live yours. [Takes up the Dagger. 

Oro. There all the stings of death 
Are shot into my heart — what shall I do? 

Imo. This dagger will instruct you. [Gives it him, 

Oro, Ha ] this dagger, 
Like fate, appoints me to the Viotnd d^^d. 
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Imo. Strike, strike it home, and bravely save us 
both. 
There is no other safety. 

Oro, It must be 

But first a dying kiss ^'*^ [Kisses her. 

This last embrace [Embraces her. 

And now 

Imo, I'm ready. 

Oro. O ! where shall I strike ? 
Is there the smallest grain of that lov*d body, 
That is not dearer to me than my eyes, 
My bosom'd heart, and all the life-blood there ? 
Bid me cut off these limbs, hew off these hands, 
Dig out these eyes, tho' I would keep them last 
To gaze upon thee : but to murder thee ! 
The joy, and charm of every ravish'd sense. 
My wife ! forbid it, Nature. 

Liio, Tis your wife. 
Who on her knees conjures you. O ! in time 
Prevent those mischiefs that arc falling on us. 
You may be burred to a shameful" death. 
And I too dragg'd to the vile Governor; 
Then I may cry aloud : when you are gone, 
Where shall I ^nd a friend again to save me ? 

Oro. It will be so. Thou unexampled virtue ! 
Thy resolution has recovered mine : 
And now prepare thee. 

Imo. Thus, with open arms, 
I welcome you, and death. 

[tie drops his Dagger as he looks on her^ and 
throws himself on the Ground. 

Oro, I cannot bear it. 
O, let mc dash against the rock of fate, 
Dig up this earth, tear, tear her boyvels out, 
To make a grave, deep as the centre down, 
To swallow wide, and bury us tog&lYvet. 
It will not be. O ! then some ipit^m^ %<i^ 

g3 
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(If there be one a friend to innocence) 
Find yet a way to lay her beauties down 
Gently in death, and save me from her blood. 

Imo. O, rise; 'tis more than death to see you 
thus. 

Ill ease your love, and do the deed myself 

[She takes up the Dagger ; he rises in haste^ 
to take it from her, 
Oro, O ! hold ; I charge thee, hold. 
Imo. Tho', I must own, 
It would be nobler for us both from you. 

Oro, O ! for a whirlwind's wing to hurry us 
To yonder cliff, which frowns upon the flood : 
That in embraces lock'd we might plunge in» 
And perish thus in one another's arms. 
Imo» Alas ! what is that I hear ? 
Oro» I see them coming. 
They shall not overtake us. This last kiss, 
And now farewell. 

Imo, Farewell ; farewell for ever. 
Oro, I'll turn my face away, and do it so. 
Now, are you ready ? 

Imo, Now. But do not grudge me 
The pleasure in my death of a last look ;\ « 

Pray, look upon me Now I'm satisfied. 

Oro, So fate must be by this. 

[Going to stab her, he stops short ; she lays 
her Hand on his, in order to give the 
Blow, 
Imo. Nay, then I must assist you. 
Thus, thus 'tis finish'd, and I bless my fate, 

[Stabs herself. 
That, where I liv'd, I die in these lov'd arms. [Dies, 
Oro, She's gone. And now all's at an end with 
me. 
Soft, lay her down ; O, we mW "^atl ivo mote, 

\Thrc«os Kwaselj b-jj Vx • 
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• 

But let me pay the tribute of my grief, 
A few sad tears to thy lov'd memory, 

And then I follow [Weeps aver her. 

But I stay too long. [A Noise again. 

The noise comes nearer. Hold ; before I -go, 
There's something would be done. It shall be so, 
And then, Imoinda, Til come all to thee. [BiseSi 

Enter Blandford and his Farty^ before the Gover- 
nor and his Party ; Swords drawn on both Sides. 

Gov. You strive in vain to save him; he shall die. 

Blan, Not while we can defend him with our 
lives. 

Gov, Where is he ? 

Oro. Here's the wretch, whom you would have. 
Put up your swords, and let not civil broils 
Engage you in the cursed cause of one. 
Who cannot live, and now entreats to die. 
This object will convince you. 

Blan. 'Tis his wife ! [They gather about the Body. 
Alas ! there was no other remedy. 

Gov, Who did the bloody deed ? 

Oro. The deed was mine : 
Bloody I know it is, and I expect 
Your laws should tell me so. Thus, self-conderon'd, 
I do resign myself into your hands, 

The hands of justice But I hold the sword — 

For you and for myself. 

[Stabs the Governor and himself^ then 
throws himself by Imoinda's Body. 

Oro. 'Tis as it should be now; I have sent his 
ghost 
To be a witness of that happiness 
In the next world, which he deny'd us here. [Dies, 

Blan. I hope there is a place oi Vvw^^vcv^sa 
la the next world for such exalted N\t\Me, 
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Pagan or unbeliever, yet he liv"*! 
To all he knew : and, if he went astray, 
There's mercy still above to set him right. 
But chrietians, guidi^d by the heav'nly ray, 
Hftvc no excuse if they mistake thei' 
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REMARKS. 



This tragedy is a translation from Racine, a French 
poet of the highest celebrity, who liyed in the reign of 
Lewis the Fourteenth ; apd who, in tl^e possession of 
wealth, and the enjoyment of fiime, died of chagrini 
occasioned by the king's displeasure at a memorial he 
addressed to his majesty, written with infiinit^ eto» 
quence, upon the miseries of the people. 

Ambrose Philips, the translator of this favourite play, 
has been more successful than dramatic translators 
generally are. The French and the English stages difier 
so essentially, that every drama requires great alteram 
tion, before it can please a London audience, although 
it has previously charmed the audience of Paris. 

The gloomy mind of a British auditor demands a 
bolder and more varied species of theatrical amuse- 
ment, th^n the lively spirits of his neighbours in 
France. The former has no attention, no curiosity, 
till routed by some powerful fable, intricate occur- 
rences, and all the interest which variety creates*^ 
whilst the latter will quietly sit, absorbed io their own 
glowing f^ncy, to hear speeches after speechet, of long 
narration, nor wish to see any thing perfomoied, so 
they are but told, that something has been done. 
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** The Distressed Mother^ partakes of the comm(fti 
quality of French dramas in this respect — much more 
is described to the audience than they see executed : but 
every recital is here in the highest degree interesting; 
and the dignity of the persons introduced on the stage 
seems to forbid all violence of action, which might 
endanger their respective grandeur. 

The mere fiedling on the knee, by Andromaclie, 
when she exclaims to her victor— 

** Behold how low you have reduc'd a queen V 

is perhaps more affecting, more admirable, in the cha^ 
racter of a mother, haughty, like the Queen of the 
Trojans, thaA any event which could havc^ occuned 
in the play, than any heroic deed which, mther in 
grief or in rage, she could have performed. ' 

The love of Hermione for Pyrrhus, founded on 
ambition, is, again, as natural a representation of 
that love, which but too often governs the heart of 
woman, as could be given : and Orestes, doting with 
fondness, the more he finds she, whom he loves, loves 
another, is equally as true a picture of this well- 
known passion, as it rules over the heart of man. 

Frequently as this tragedy has been acted, and 
much as it has been approved by an English audience, 
it will still gain more favour with a reader than a 
spectator. Imagination can give graces, charms, and 
majesty, to Hector's widow, and all the royal nat* 
tives of Troy and Greece, which their representatives 
cannot always so completely bestow; and, as the 



^ork is chiefly narrative, reading answers the same 
purpose as to listen. , 

The attraction of this play, on its first appearance in 
^England, was, by some critics, asqribed to the exertionff 
of the translator's friends. Steele, who wished well 
to Philips, devoted a whole pa|jer of his ^* SpectaU>r** 
to the praise of the piece, even before it was acted ; 
and continued his encomiums afterwards, to the no 
small reputation of the English author. 

This Ambrose Philips was a gentleman well knowQ 
for having a number ot warm friends, and implacable 
enemies; and it is supposed that the imprudent eulo- 
giums of the one often did him as much injury, aa 
the malicious animadversions of the other. The 
writers in " The Spectator" were, however, of too 
judicious a class to praise him into ridicule without 
intending it; and, no doubt, they aided the popularity 
of his play. 

But with all the reputation Mr. Philips acquired by 
*' The Distressed Mother,'' and two other tragedies, of 
which he was the original author, hijp name is better 
known to the world as a pastoral poet, than as a dra- 
matist. He is still more remembered as the pretended 
rival of Pope in his rural poetry ; and as a man whom 
Pope hated, even beyond his ordinary bounds of pet- 
tish spleen. 

The paper war, which Mr. Ambrose Philips held, 
through life, with his literary antagonists, did not, 
however, shorten his days; for he survived every ef- 
fort of his enemies to make his existence burlheui&oxsk!^^ 
tJJJ the agif of seventy-eight, — awd dW^ Vu \^^^* 
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SCENE-'Tke Court of FYRKKVUy at Buthrotos, the 

capital City of Epirus. 



THE 



DISTRESSED MOTHER. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 

The Palace of Vykrhvs, 

Orestes, Ptlades, and Attendants. 

Ores, O Pylades ! what's life without a friend I 
At sight of thee my gloomy soul cheers up. 
My hopes revive, and gladness dawns within me. 
After an absence of six tedious moons. 
How could I hope to find my Pylades, 
My joy, my comfort, on this fatal shore ! 
Even in the court of Pyrrhus ! in these realms, 
These hated realms, so cross to all my wishes ! 
Oh, my brave friend ! may no blind stroke of fate 
Divide us more, and teai^ me from myself! 

PyL Oh,prince ! Oh, my Orestes ! Oh, my friend !.--^ 
Thus let me speak the welcome of my heart. 

[EnUtracing^ 
Since I have gain'd this unexpected meeting 
Ble83*d be the powers that bari^d m^ vi%i^ \ib Cati^K^i^ 
And kept me here ! ever since t\xe \kt^%.^^^ ^^'I > 
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When warring winds (Epirus full in view) 
Soncler^d our barks on the loud stormy main. 

Ores. It was, indeed, a morning full of horror! 

Fyl. A thousand boding cares have rack'd m j soul 
In your behalf. Often, with tears, I moum'd 
The fatal ills, to which your life's involved ; 
And grudg'd you dangers which I could not share. 
I fear'd to what extremities the black despair,' 
That prey'd upon your mind, might have betray'd you ; 
And lest the gods, in pity to your woes. 
Should hear your prayers,and take the life youloath'd. 
But now with joy I see you ! — The retinue, 
And numerous followers, that surround you here, 
Speak better fortunes, aiid a mind dispos'd 
To relish life.- 

Ores. Alas, my friend! who knows 
The destiny, to which I stand reservM ! 
i come in search of an inhuman fair ; 
And live oir die, as she decrees my fate. 

Py/. 'You much surprise me, prince! — I thought 
you cur'd ' ^ 

Of your unpit/d, unsuccessful, passion. 
Why, in Epirus, should you hope to find 
Hermione less cruel, than at Sparta ? 
I thought her pride, and the disdainful manner 
In which she treated all your constant sufferings. 
Had broke your fetters, and assur'd your^freedom : 
Asham'd of your repulse, and slighted vows. 
You hated her ; you talked of her no more : 
Prince, you deceiv'd me ! 

Orts. I deceiv*d myself. 
Do not upbraid the unhappy man, that loves thee. 
Tbou know'st I never hid my passion from thee : 
Thou saw'st it, in its birth, and in its progress ; 
And when, at last, the hoary king, her father. 
Great Menelaus, gave away his daughter. 
His lovely dau^ter, to the Vianpy "P^ttVi\x% , 
Th 'avenger of bis wrongs, tlwm saVsi m %jpvfc^> 
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My torture, ray despair, 
oily Pylades ! my heart has bled within me. 
To see thee, press'd with sorrows not thy own. 
Still wand'ring with me, Uke a banish'd man, 
Watchful, and anxious for thy wretched friend, 
To temper the wild transports of my mind, 
And save me from myself. 

PyL Why thus unkind ? 
Why will you envy me the pleasing task 
Of generous love, and sympathizing friendship ? 

Ores. Thou miracle of truth ! — But hear me on. 
When, in the midst of my disastrous fate, 
I thought how the divine Hermione, 
Deaf to my vows, regardless of my plaints, 
Gave up herself, and all her charms, to Pyrrhus ; 
Thou may'st remember, I abhorred her name. 
Strove to forget her, and repay her scorn. 
I made my friends, and even myself, believe 
My soul was freed. Alas ! 1 did not see, 
That all the malice of my heart was loVe; 
Triumphing thus, and yet a captive still. 
In Greece I landed, and in Greece I found 
The assembled princes all alarm'd with fears. 
In which their common safety seem'd concerned. 
I join'd them : for I hop'd that war and glory 
Might fill my mind, and take up all my thoughts ; ^ 
And that my shattered soul, impaired with grief, 
Once more would re-assume its wonted vigour, 
And ev'ry idle passion quit my breast. 

Fyl, The thought was worthy Agamemnon's son. 

Ores. But see the strange perversehess of my stars. 
Which throws me on the rock I strove to shun ! 
The jealous chiefs, and all the states of Greece, 
With one united voice complain of Pyrrhus ; 
That now, forgetful of the promise giv'n. 
And mindless of his godlike father's fate, 
Astjanax he nurses in his court; 
Asiyanax, the youog, surviving Vio^^ 
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Of ruin'd Troy ; Astvanax, descended 

From a long race of kings — ^ereat Hectoi^s son. 

Py/. A name still drcSdf uT in the ears of Greece ! 
But, prince, youll cease to wonder, why the cliiM 
Lives thus protected in t^ court of Pyrrhus, 
When you shall hear, the bright Andromache, 
His lovely captive, charms him from his purpose: 
The mother's beauty guards the helpless son. 

Ores. Your tale confirms what I have heard ; and 
hence 
Spring all my hopes. Since my proud riv«l wooes 
Another partner to his throne and bed, 
Hcrmione may still be mine. Her fiather. 
The injur'd Menelaus, thinks already 
His daughter slighted, and th' intend€»l nuptials 
Too long delay'd. I heard his loud complaints 
With secret pleasure ; and was glad to find 
Th' ungrateful maid neglected in her turn, 
And all my wrongs aveng'd in her disgrace* 

Pi/L Oh, may you keep your just resentments 
^yarm ! 

Ores, Resentments ! Oh, my friend, too soon I found 
They grew not out of hatred. I am beti^ay'd : 
I practise on myself, and fondly plot 
My own undoing. Goaded on by love, 
I canvass'd all the suffrages of Greece; 
And here I come, their sworn ambassador^ 
To speak their jealousies, and claim this boy. 

Pyl. Pyrrhus will treat your embassy with scorn.. 
Full of Achilles, his redoubted sire ; 
Pyrrhus is proud, impetuous, headstrong, fierce ; 
Made up of passions : will he then be sway'd. 
And give to death the son of her he loves? 

Ores, Oh, would he render up Hermione, 
And keep Astyanax, I should be bless'd ! 
He must ; he shall : Hermione is my life, 
My soul, my rapture ! — I'll no long^er curb 
The strong desire, that hunieB mt lo m«^^»&\ 
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111 give a loose to love ; Til bear her hence ; 

rU tear her from his arms ; III — O, ye gods ! 

Give me Hermione, or let me die ! — 

But, tell me, Pylades, how stand my hopes ? 

Is Pyrrhus still enamour'd with her charms? ' 

Or dost thou think he'll yield me up the prize. 

The dear, dear prize, which he has ravish'd from me ? 

Pyl. I dare not flatter your fend hopes so far: 
The king, indeed, cold to the Spartan princess. 
Turns all his passion to Andromache, 
Hector's afiSicted widow. But in vain, 
With interwoven love aad rage, he sues 
The charming captive, obstinately cruel. 
Oft he alarms her for her child, confin'd 
Apart ; and, when her tears begin to flow, 
As soon he stops them, and recalls his threats* 
Hermione a thousand times has seen 
His ill-requited vows return to her, 
And takes his indignation all for love. 
What can be gather'd from a man so various } 
He may, in the disorder of his soul. 
Wed her he haies, and punish her he loves* 

Orei. But tell me, how the wrongM Hermione 
Brooks her slow nuptials, and dishonoured charms ? 

FyL Hermiooe would (kin be thou^t to scorn 
Her wavering lover, and disdain his mlsehood ; 
But, spite of all her pnde and conscious beauty, 
She mourns in secret her neglected charms, 
And oft has made me privy to her tears ; 
Still threatens to be gone, yet still she stays, 
And sometimes sighs, and wishes for Orestes. 

Ores: Ah, were those wishes from her heart, my 
friend, 
I'd fly in transport—*^ [FUmmh wiikm* 

FyL Heari-^The king approaches 
To give you audience. Speak your embassy 
Without reserve: urge the demands oi Oit»Qi^\ 
And, in the name of all her kiB||i> T«c^\t% 

3 
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That Hector's son be given into yoar hands; 
Pyrrhusy instead of granting what they ask. 
To speed bis love, and win the Trojan dam^ 
Will make it merit to preserve her son. 
But, see : be comes ! 

Ores, Meanwhile, my Py lades. 
Go, and dispose Hermione to see 
Iler lover, who is come thus f^r, to throw 
Himself^ in all bis sorrows, at her feet. 

[Exit Ptlades. 

Enter Ptrrhus, Phcenix, and Attendants. 

Before I speak the message of the Greeks, 

Permit me, sir, to glory in the title 

Of their am.bassador ; since I behold 

Troy's vanquisher, and great Achilles' son. 

Nor does the sen rise short of such a father : 

If Hector fell by him, Troy fell by you. 

But what your father never would haye done. 

You do. • Yon cherish the remains of Troy ; 

And, by an ill-tim'd pity, keep alive 

The dying embers of a ten years' war. 

Have you so soon forgot the mighty Hector f 

The Greeks remember his high brandish'd sword, 

That GlVd their state with widows and with orphans ; 

For which they call for vengeance on his son. 

Who knows what he may one day prove i Who knows 

But he may brave us in our ports, and» filFd 

With Hector's fury, set our fleets on blase I 

You may, yourself, live to repent your mercy. 

Comply, then, with the Grecians' just demands; 

Satiate their vengeance, and preserve yourself. 

Vyr. The Greeks are for my safety more concern*d 
Than I desire. 1 thought your kings were met 
On more important counsel. When I heard 
The name- of their ambassador, I. hop'd 
Some gloriom enterprize vra& tRkiu^ birth* 
Is Agamemnon's son dispatcVd lot \K\%\ 
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And do the Grecian chiefs, renown*d in war, 

A race of heroes, join in close debate, 

To plot an infant's death ? — What right has Greece 

To ask his life ? Must I, must I alone, 

Of all her scepter'd warriors, be deny'd 

To treat my captive as I please? Know, prince. 

When Troy lay smoking on the ground, and each 

Proud victor shared the harvest of the war, 

Andromache, and this, her son, were mine ; 

Were mine by lot. And who shall wrest them from 

me? 
Ulysses bore away old Priam's queen ; 
Cassandra was your own great father's prize : 
Did I concern myself in what they won ? 
Did I send embassies to claim their captives ? 

Ores, But, sir, we fear for you, and for ourselves. 
Troy may again revive, and a new Hector 
Rise in Astyanax. Then think betimes 

Pyr. Let dastard souls be timorously wise: 
But tell them, Pyrrhus knows not how to form 
Far fancy'd ills, and dangers out of sight. 

Ores. Sir, call to mind the unrivalled strength of 
Troy, 
Her walls, her bulwarks, and her gates of brass ; 
Her kings, her heroes, and embattled armies ! 

Pyr. I call them all to mind ; and see them all 
Confus'd in dust ; all mix'd in one wide ruin ; 
All but a child, and he in bondage held. 
What vengeance can we fear from such a Troy ? 
If they have sworn to extinguish Hector's race, 
Why was their vow for twelve long months deferr'd } 
Why was he not in Priam's bosom slain ? 
He should have fall'n among the slaughter'd heaps, 
Whelm'd under Troy. His death had then been just, 
When age and infancy, alike in vain, 
Pleaded their weakness ; when the heat of conc^e&t^ 
And horrors of the fight, rouz'd aW o\xi t^^<^> 

c 
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And bHmlly hurr/d us through scenes of death. 
My fury then was without bounds; but now. 
My wrath appeas'd, must I be cruel still } 
And, deaf to all the tender calls of pity, 
Like a cool murderer, bathe my hands in blood ? 
An infant's blood ? — No, prince^Go, bid the Greeks 
Mark out some other victim ; my revenge 
Has had its fill. What has escap'd from Troy^ 
Shall not be ssv'd to perish in Epirus. 

Ores. I need not tell you, sir, Astyanax 
Was doomed to death in Troy ; nor mention how 
The crafty mother sav'd her darling son. 
The Greeks do now but urge their former sentence : 
Nor is't the boy, but Hector they pursue ; 
The father draws their vengeance on the son— 
The father, who so oft in Grecian blood 
Has drench'd his sword — the father, whom the Greeks 
May seek e'en here — Prevent them, sir, in time. 

Pyr, No ! let them come ; since I was bom t9 
wage 
£ternal wars. Let them now turn the>r arms 
On him who conquer'd for them. Let them come> 
And in Epirus seek another Troy. 
Twas thus they recompens'd my godlike sire; 
Thus was Achilles thank'd. But, prince, remember. 
Their black ingratitude then cost them dear. 

Ores, Shall Greece, then, find a rebel son in Pyr- 
rhus? 

Pyr. Have I, then, conquered to depend on Greece f 

Ores, Hermione will sway your soul to peace, 
And mediate 'twixt her father and yourself. 
Her beauty will enforce my embassy. 

Pyr. Hermione may have her charms, and I 
May love her stilly though not her father's slave. 
I may, in time, give proofs that I'm a lover, 
But never must forget that I'm a king. 
Meanwhile, sir, you may see fait l\d.eti'% d^w^ts.f. 
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I know how near in blood you stand ally'd. 

That done, you have my answer, prince. The Greeks, 

No doubt^ expect your quick return. 

[Exeunt Orestes a]i(/ Attendants; 

Phosn, Sir, do you send your rival to the princess? 

Pyr, I am told that be has lov'd her long. 

Phan. If so, 
Have you not cause to fear, the smother'd flame 
May kindle at her sight, and blaze anew ; 
And she be wrought to listen to his passion ? 

Pyr, Ay, let them, Phoenix, let them love their hll ; 
Let them go hence; let them depart together: 
Together let them sail for Sparta ; all my ports 
Are open to them both. From what constraint, 
What irksome thoughts should 1 then be relieved ! 

Phan, But, sir^ — 

Pyr^ I shall, another time, good Phoenix, 
Unbosom to thee all my thoughts — For, see, 
Andromache appears. [Exeunt Phcenix and Guards. 

Enter Andromache and Cephisa. 

May I^ madam. 

Flatter my hopes so far as to believe 

You come to seek me here ? 

Andr. This way, sir, leads 
To those apartments, where you guard my son. 
Since you permit me once a day, to visit 
All I have left, of Hector and of Troy, 
I go to weep a few sad moments with him. 
J have not yet, to-day, embraced my child ; 
1 have not held him in my widow*d arms. 

Pyr, Ah, madam ! should the threats of Greece 
prevail, 
You'll have occasion for your tears, indeed ! 

Andr, Alas! what threats f What can alarm th« 
Greeks ? 
There are no Trojans left, 

P^r* Their hate to Hector 

c % 
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Can never die : the terror of hb name 

Still shakes their souls, and makes them dread his son. 

Jndn A mighty honour for victorious Greece, 
To fear an infant, a poor, friendless child ! 
"Who smiles in bondage, nor yet knows himself 
The son of Hector, and the slave of Pyrrhus. 

Pi/r. Weak as he is, the Greeks demand his life, 
And send no less than Agamemnon's son 
To fetch him hence. 

Andr. And, sir, do you comply 
With such demands ? — This blow is aim'd at me. 
How should the child avenge his slaughtered sire ? 
But, cruel men I they will not have him live 
To cheer my heavy heart, and ease my bonds. 
I promised to myself, in him, a son, 
In him, a friend, a husband, and a father. 
But I must suffbr sorrow heapM on sorrow. 
And still the fatal stroke must come from you. 

P^r. Dry up those tears ; I must not see you weep ; 
And know, I have rejected their demands. 
The Greeks already' threaten me with war ; 
But, should they arm, as once they did, for Helen, 
And hide the Adriatic with their fleets; 
Should they prepare a second ten years' siege, 
And lay my towers and palaces in dust ; 
I am determin'd to defend your son, 
And rather die myself, than give him up. 
But, madam, in the midst of all these dangers, 
Will you refuse me a propitious smile? 
Hated of Greece, and press'd on every side, 
Let me not, madam, while I fight your cause, 
Let me not combat with your cruelties. 
And count Andromache amongst my foes. 

Jndr. Consider, sir, how this will sound in Greece ! 
How can so great a soul betray such weakness ? 
Let not men say, so generous a design 
Was but the transport of a heart in love. 

Pi^r, Your charms will justify me to the world. 
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Andr, How can Andromache, a captive queen, 
0*erwhelm'd with grief, a burden to herself. 
Harbour a thought of love } Alas ! what charms 
Have these unhappy eyes, by you condemned 

To weep for ever ? — Talk of it no more. 

To reverence the misfortunes of a foe; 
To succour the distressed ; to give the sou 
To an afflicted mother ; to repel 
Confederate nations, leagu'd against his life; 
Unbrib'd by love, unterrify'd by threats. 
To pity, to protect him : these are cares. 
These are exploits, worthy Achilles' son. 

JPyn Will your resentments, then, endure for ever ? 
Must Pyrrhus never be forgiven ? — ^Tis true. 
My sword has often reeked in Phrygian blood, 
And carry *d havoc through your royal kindred ; 
But you, fair princess, amply have aveng'd 
Old Priam's vanquished house ; and all the woes 
1 brought on them, fall short c^vvhat I suffer. 
We both have suffered in our turns, and now 
Our common foes shall teach us to unite. 

Andr, Where does the captive not behold a foe ? 

Tyr. Forget the term of hatred, and behold 
A friend in Pyrrhus. Give me but to hope, 
I'll free your son — I'll be a father to him; 
Myself will teach him to avenge the Trojans. 
I'll go in person to chastise the Greeks, 
Both for your wrongs and mine. Inspir'd by you, 
What would I not atchieve ? Again shall Troy 
Rise from its ashes : this right arm shall fix 
Her seat of empire, and your son shall reign. 

Andr. Such dreams of greatness suit not my condi- 
tion: 
His hopes of empire perish'd with his father. 
No : thou imperial city, ancient Troy, 
Thou pride of Asia, founded by the gods ! 
Never, oh, nerer, must we hope to see 
Those bulwarks rise, which Hector could not guard! 

c 3 
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Sir, all I wish for is some quiet exile, 
Where far from Greece removed, 
I may conceal my son, and mourn my husband. 
Your love creates me envy. Oh, return, 
Relurn to your betroth'd Hermione ! 

Pyr, Why do you mock me thus ? you know, I 
cannot, 
You know my heart is yours — my soul hangs on you; 
You take up every wish : my waking thoughts, 
And nightly dreams, are all employed on you. 
'Tis true, Hermione was sent to share 
My throne and bed ; and would, with transport, hear 
The vows which you neglect. 

Andr. She has no Troy, 
No Hector to lament : she has not lost 
A husband by your conquests. Such a husband, 
(Tormenting thought !) whose death alone, has made 
Your sire immortal ! Pyrrhus and Achilles, 
Are both grown great by my calamities. 

Fyr. Madam, 'tis well ! — Tis very well ! I find 
Your will must be obey'd ; imperious captive, 
It shall. Henceforth, I blot you from my mind ; 
You teach me to forget your charms ; — to hate you : 
For know, inhuman beauty, I have lov'd 
Too well to treat you with indifference. 
Think well upon it; my disorder'd soul 
Wavers between th' extreme of love and rage ; 
I have been too tame ; I will awake to vengeance ! 
The son shall answer for the mother's scorn. 
The Greeks demand him, nor will I endanger 
My realms, to pleasure an ungrateful woman. 

Andr. Then he must die ! 
He has no succour left, beside 
His mother's tears, and his own innocence. 

Pyr. Go, madam, visit this unhappy son i 
The sight of him may bend your stubborn heart, 
And turn to softness your tm^u^l d\f&d«\\i. 
/ shall once more expect your w»N«eT, Oo •. 
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And think, while you embrace the captive boy, 
Think, that his life depends on your resolves. 

[Exeunt Pyrrhus and his Attendants. 
Andr. I'll go ; and in the anguish of my heart. 
Weep o'er my child — If he must die, my life 
Is wrapp'd in his; I shall not long survive. 
'Tis for his sake that I have suffered life, 
Groan'd in captivity, and outliv'd Hector. ** 

Yes, my Astyanax, we'll go together ! 
Together, to the realms of night, we'll go ! 
There to thy ravish'd eyes, thy sire I'll show. 
And point him out, among the shades below. [Exeunt. 



ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 

An Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter Hermione and Cleone. 

Her, Well, I'll be rul'd, Cleone — I will see him ; 
I have told Pylades that he may bring him ; 
But, trust me, were I left to my own thoughts, 
I should forbid him yet. 

Cleo, And why forbid him ? 
Is he not, madam, still the same Orestes ? 
Orestes, whose return you oft have wish'd ? 
The man, whose sufferings you so\«A.^\8creLeD\R.^> 
And often prais'd his constaucj aii4\oN^\ 
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Her. That love, that constancy, so ill requited. 
Upbraids me to myself. I blush, to think 
How I have us*d him, and would shun his presence.- 
What will be my confusion, when he sees me 
Neglected and forsaken, like himself! 
Will he not say, is this the scornful maid. 
The proud Hermione, that tyranniz'd 
In Sparta's court, and triumph'd in her charms ^ 
Her insolence at last is well repaid. 
I cannot bear the thought ! 

Cleo^ You wrong yourself 
With unbecoming fears. He knows too well, 
Your beauty, and your worth. Your lover comes 

not 
To offer insults, but repeat his vows, 
And breathe his ardent passion at your feet. 
But, madam, what's your royal father's will ? 
What orders do your letters bring from Sparta ? 

Her. His orders are, if Pyrrhus still delay 
The nuptials, and refuse to sacrifice 
This Trojan boy, I should with ^eed embark, 
And, with their embassy, return to Greece. 

Cleo, What would you more? Orestes comes in 
time 
To save your honour. Pyrrhus cools apace : 
Prevent his falsehood, and forsake him first. 
I know you hate him, you have told me so. 

Her. Hate him ! My injur'd honour bids me hate 
him. 
The ungrateful man ! the man, I lov'd so dearly ! 
The man, I doted on ! Oh, my Cleone ! 
How is it possible I should not hate him? 

Cleo. Then give him over, madam : Quit his court. 
And, with Orestes 

Her. No ; I must have time 
To work up all my rage ! — To meditate 
A parUng, full of horror I My revenge 
WW be but too much quickerfd by xVie VwAoi^ 
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C/eo. Do you then wait new insults, new affronts ? 
To draw you from your father ! Then to leave you ! 
In his own court, to leave you, for a captive ! 
If Pyrrhus can provoke you, he has done it. 

Her, Why dost thou heighten my distress ? I fear 
To search out my own thoughts, and sound my heart. 
Be blind to what thou see'st ; Believe me cur*d ; 
Flatter my weakness ; tell me I have conquered ; 
Think, that my injured soul is set against him ; 
And do thy best, to make me think so too. 
Cleo, Why would you loiter here then ? 
Her, Let us fly ! 
Let us begone ! 1 leave him to his captive ; 
Let him go kneel, and supplicate his slave. 
Let us begone ! — But what, if he repent ? 
What, if the perjur'd prince again submit, 
And sue for pardon ? What, if he renew 
His former vows ? — But, oh, the faithless man ! 
He slights me — drives me to extremities \ — However, 
I'll stay, Cleone, to perplex their loves ; 
ril stay, till, by an open breach of contract, 
I make him hateful to the Greeks. Already 
Their vengeance have I drawn upon the son ; 
The second embassy shall claim the mother : 
I will redouble all my griefs upon her. 

Cleo. Ah, madam ! whither does your rage trans- 
port you ? 
Andromache, alas, is innocent ! 
A woman, plung'd in sorrow — dead to love ; 
And, when she thinks of Pyrrhus, 'tis with horror. 

Her. 'Would I had done so too ! But, alas ! 
I made no secret of my passion to him, 
Nor thought it dangerous to be sincere. 
My eyes, my tongue, my actions, spoke my heart. 

Cleo, Well might you speak without reserve, to one 
Enoag'd to you by solemn oaths and trea.U^^. 
Ifer, His ardour, too, was auxxcu^^Xo tbat^^x 
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With other eyes, he saw me then. — Cleone, 
Thou ma/st remember, every thing conspir'd 
To favour him : my father's wrongs aveng'd ; 
The Greeks triumphant ; fleets of Trojan spoils ; 
His mighty sire's, his own immortal fame ; 
His eager love — all, all conspir'd against me! 
But I have done — I'll think no more of Pyrrhus. 
Orestes wants not merit, and he loves me. 
My gratitude, my honour, both plead for him ; 
And, if I've power o'er my heart, 'tis his. 

CUo, Madam, be comes. 

Her, Alas, I did not think 
He was so near ! I wish I might not see him. 

Enter Orestes. 

How am I to interpret, sir, this visit? 
Is it a compliment of form, or love? 

Ores. Madam, you know my weal^ness* Tis my 
fate 
To love, unpity'd ; to desire to see you ; 
And still to swear each time may be the last. 
My passion breaks through my repeated oaths, 
And every time I visit you, I'mperjur'd. 
Even now, I find my wounds all bleed afresh ; 
I blush to own it, but I know no cure, 
.1 call the gods to witness, I have try'd 
Whatever man could do, but try'd in vain. 
To wear you from my mind. Through stormy seas, 
And savage climes, in a whole year of absence, 
I courted dangers, and I long'J for death. 

Her, Why will you, thus, indulge the mournful 
tale ? 
It ill becomes the ambassador of Greece, 
To talk of dying, and of love. Jtemem^er 
The kings you represent : shall their revenge j 

Be disappointed by your iU-tittid i^^fi&VoTv^ 
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Discharge your embassy — 'tis not Orestes 
The Greeks desire should die. 

Ores. My embassy 
Is at an end : for Pyrrhus has refused 
To give up Hector's son. Some hidden power 
Protects the boy. 

Her, Faithless, ungrateful man ! [Aside^ 

Ores. I now prepare for Greece; but, ere I go, 
Would hear my final doom pronounc'd by you — 
What do I say ? — I do already hear it ; 
My doom is fix'd — I read it in your eyes. 

Her, Will you then still despair ? — be still suspi- 
cious ? 
What have I done ? — wherein have I been cruel ? 
'Tis true, you find me in the court of Pyrrhus ; 
But 'twas my royal father sent me hither. 
And who can tell, but Ihave shared your griefs? 
Have I ne'er wept in secret? — never wish'd 
To see Orestes ? 

Ores, Wish'd to see Oresles ? 
O joy ! O ecstacy ! My soul's intranc'd ! 

charming princess 1 O transcendant maid ! 
My utmost wish ! — Thus, thus let me express 
My boundless thanks ! I never was unhapp y 
Am I Orestes? 

Her, You are Orestes ; * 
The same unalter'd, generous, faithful lover; 
The prince, whom I esteem, whom I lament. 
And whom I fain would teach my heart to love. 

Ores. Ay, there it is! I have but your esteem, 
While Pyrrhus has your heart. 

Her. Believe me, prince, 
Were you as Pyrrhus, I should hate you ! 

Ores. No ! 

1 should be bless'd — I should be lov'd, as he is! 
Yet, all this while, I die by your disdain^ 

While be neglects your charms, and com\\& ^Ti'Q?^^'^ 
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Her. And who has told you, prince, that I'm neg- 
lected? 
Has Pyrrhus said — Oh, I shall go distracted ! 
Has Pyrrhus told you so? or is it you 
Who think thus meanly of me ? — Sir, perhaps, 
All do not judge like you. 

Ores. Madam, go on — 
Insult me still ; I'm us'd to bear your scorn. 

Her. Why am I told how Pyrrhus loves or hates ? 
Go, go, and arm the Greeks against the rebel ; 
Let them lay waste his country, raze his towns, 
Destroy his fleets, his palaces — ^himself ! 
Go, go, and tell me then how much I love him ! 

Ores. To hasten his destruction, come yourself; 
And work your royal father to his ruin. 

Her. Meanwhile, he weds Andromache ! 

Ores. Ah, princess ! 
What is't I hear ? 

Her. What infamy for Greece, 
If he should wed a Phrygian, and a captive ? 

Ores. Is this your hatred, madam ? — Tis in vain 
To hide ydur passion — every thing betrays it ; 
Your looks, your speech, your anger, — nay, your si- 
lence ; 
Your love appears in all ; your secret flame 
Breaks out the more, the more you would conceal it. 

Her. Your jealousy perverts my meaning still. 
And wrests each circumstance to your disquiet ; 
My very hate is construed into fondness. 

Ores. Impute my fears, if soundless, to my love. 

Her. Then hear me, sir — Obedience to a father 
First brought me hither ; and the same obedience 
Detains me here, till Pyrrhus drive me hence, 
Or my offended father shall recall me. 
Tell this proud king, that Menalaus scorns 
To match his daughter with a foe of Greece ; 
Bid him resign Astyanax, or me. 
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If he persists to guard the hostile boy, 

Herraione embarks with you for Sparta. [Exit. 

Ores. Then is Orestes bless'd ! My griefs are fled ! 
Fled, like a dream ! — unlookMrfor joy ! 
Never let love despair ; — The prize is mine ! 
Be smooth, ye seas, and ye propitious winds. 
Breathe from Epirus to the Spartan coasts ! 
I long to see the sails unfurl'd-T-But see ! 
Pyrrhus approaches in a happy hour ! 

Enter Pyrrhus awrfpHCENix. 

Pj/r. I was in pain to find you, prince. My warm 
Ungovern'd temper, would ^ot let me weigh 
The importance of your embassy, and hear 
You argue for my good. — I was to blame. 
I since have pois*d your reasons, and I thank 
My good allies ; — their care deserves my thanks. 
You have convinced me, that the weal of Greece, 
My father's honour, and my own repose, 
Demand, that Hector's race should be destroy 'd. 
I shall deliver up Astyanax, 
And you yourself shall bear the victim hence. 
Ores, If you approve it, sir, and are content 
To spill the blood of a defenceless child, 
The offended Greeks, no doubt, will be appeas'd. . 

Pyr. Closer to strain the knot of our alliance, 
I have determined to espouse Hermione. 
You come in time to grace our nuptial rites : 
In you, the kings of Greece will all be present. 
And you have right to personate her father, 
As his ambassador, and brother's son. 
Go, prince, renew your visit ; tell Herraione, 
To-morrow, I receive her from your hands. 

Ores, [Aside.] Oh, change of fortune! Oh, undone 
Orestes! [Exit. 

Pyr. Well, Phoenix ! Am I still a slave to love? 
What think'st thou now ? Am I myself again ? 
Phcm. "Tis as it should be ; this discovers Pyrrhus ; 

D 
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Shows all the hero: now you are yourself— 
The son, the rival of the great Achilles ! 
Greece will applaud you, and the world confess, 
Pyrrhus has conquered Troy a second time ! 

Pi/r. Nay, Phoenix, now I but begin to triumph ; 
1 never was a conqueror till now ; 
Believe me, a whole host, a war of foes, 
May sooner be subdu'jd, than love. Oh, Phoenix ! 
What ruin have I shunn'd ! The Greeks, enrag'd. 
Hung o'er me like a gathering storm, and soon 
Had burst in thunder on my head : while I 
Abandoned duty, empire, honour, all, 
To please a thankless woman ! — One kind look 
Had quite undone me ! 

Phcsn, Oh, my royal master! 
The gods, in favour to you, made her cruel. 

Pifr, Thou saw'ist, with how much scorn she treat- 
ed me ! 
When I permitted her to see her son, 
I hop'd it might have worked her to my wishes. 
I went to see the mournful interview, 
And found her bath'd in tears, and lost in passion ; 
Wild with distress, a thousand times, she caird 
On Hector's name : and, when I spoke in comfort, 
And promised my protection to her son, 
She kiss'd the boy, and call'd again on Hector : 
Does she then, think, that I preserve the boy. 
To sooth, and keep alive, her flame for Hector ? 
Phosn. No doubt, she does, and thinks you favoured 
in it; 
But let her go, for an ungrateful woman ! 

Pyr. I know the thoughts of her proud, stubbora 
heart ; 
Vain of her charms, and insolent in beauty. 
She mocks my rage ; and when it threatens loudest, 
Expects 'twill soon be humbled into love. 
But we sbdll change our parts, at^d sYie ^Vi^^w^ 
/ can be deaf Jike her, and slee\ m^ Yiewx.. 
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She is Hector's widow ; I, Achilles' son ! 
Pyrrhus is born to hate Andromache. 

Phom. My royal master, talk of her no more ; 
I do not like this anger. Your Hermione 
Should now engross yoiir thoughts. 'Tis time to see 

her; 
Tis time you should prepare the nuptial rites, 
And not rely upon a rival's care: 
It may be dangerous. 

Pyr. But, tell me. Phoenix, 
Dost thou not think, the proud Andromache 
Will beenrag'd, when I shall wed the princess? 

PhosH. Why does ^ndromache still haunt your 
thoughts } 
What is't to you, be she enrag'd, or pleas'd ? 
Let her name perish — think of her np more. 

Pyr. No, Phcenix ; — I have been too gentle with 
her, 
I have check'd my wrath, and stifled my r^se^tQient : 
She knows not yet, to what degree I hat^ h^r* 
Let us return — 111 brave her to her face :. 
I'll give my anger its free course against her* 
Thou shalt see, Phqenix, bow I'll break her pride ! 

Pham. Oh, go not, sir!— There's ruin in her eyes ! 
You do not know your strength ; you'll fall before 

her, 
Adore her beauty, and revive her scorn. 

Pyr. That were, indeed, a most unmanly weakness ! 
Thou dost not know me. Phoenix. 

Phan. Ah, my prince ! 
You are still struggling in the toils of love. 

Pt/r. Canst thou then think, I love this woman still ? 
One, who repays my passion with disdain ! 
A stranger, captive, friendless and forlorn ; 
She and her darling son within my power ; 
Her life a forfeit to the Greeks: '^tl 1 
Preserve her son-- would takt Yiet Xo isi^ ^\WNfc\ 
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Would fight her battles, and avenge her wrongs; 
And all this while she treats me as her foe ! 

Phcen. You have it in your power to be reveng'd. 

Pyr, Yes — and I'll show my power ! Til give her 
cause 
To hate me ! her Astyanax shall die — 
What tears will then be shed ! How will she then, 
In bitterness of hearty reproach my name ! 
Then, to complete her woes, will l espouse 
Hermione — ^"Twill stab her to the heart ! 

Phan. Alas, you threaten like a lover still ! 

Pyr. Phoenix, excuse this struggle of my soul ; 
Tis the last effort of expiring love. 

Phcsn. Then hasten, sir, to see the Spartan princessi 
And turn the bent of your desires on her. 

Pyr* Oh, 'tis a heavy task to conquer love, 
And wean the soul from her accustomed fondness ! 
But, come — A long farewell to Hector's widow ! 
Tis with a secret pleasure I look back, 
And see the many dangers I have pass'd. 
The merchant, thus, in dreadful tempests toss'd. 
Thrown by the waves on some unlook'd-for coast, 
Oft turns, and sees, with a delighted eye, 
Midst rocks and shelves, the broken billows fly ; 
And, while the outrageous winds the deep deform. 
Smiles on the tumult, and enjoys the storm. [Exeunt. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE I. 

Another Apartment in the Palace, 

Enter Ft lades and Orestes. 

PyZ. For Heaven's sake, sir, compose your ruQed 
mind, 
And moderate yout rage. 

Ores. No, Pylades ! 
This is no time for counsel. — I am deaf. 
Talk not of reason ! I have been too patient.) 
Life is not worth my care. — My soul grows desperate. 
I'll bear her off, or perish in the attempt. 
I'll force her from his arms — By Heaven, I will ! 

Pyl, Well, 'tis agreed, my friend — Well force her 
hence. 
But still consider — we are in Epirus. 
The court, the guards, Hermione herself. 
The very air we breathe, belongs to Pyrrhus. 
Good gods ! what tempted you £o seek her here ? 

Ores, Lost to myself, I knew not what I did — 
My purposes were wild. Perhaps, I came 
To menace Pyrrhus, and upbraid the woman. 

PyL This violence of temper may prove fatal. 

Ores. I must be more than man, to bear these 
shocks. 
These outrages of fate, with temper. 
He tells me that he weds Hermione, 
And will, to-morrow, take her from my hand I 
My hand shall sooner tear the tyrant's heftr( 
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PyL Your passion blinds you, sir ; he's not to blame. 
Could you but look into the soul of Pyrrhus, 
Perhaps you'll find it tortur'd, like your own. 
Take my advice — Think not to force her hence ; 
But fly yourself from her destructive charms. 
Her soul is link'd to Pyrrhus. 

Ores. Talk no more ! 
I cannot bear the thought ! She must be mine ! 
Did Pyrrhus carry thunder in his hand, 
IM stand the bolt, and challenge all his fury, 
Ere I resign Hermione — By force 
I'll snatch her hence, and bear her to iny ships ! 
Have we forgot her mother, Helen's rape ? 

Pyl. Will, then, Orestes turn a rayisher. 
And blot his embassy ? 

Ores. Oh, Py lades! 
My grief weighs heavy on me — 'twill distract me ! 
On, leave me to myself ! — 
Mine be the danger, mine the enterprize. 
All I request of thee, is to return, 
And, in my place, convey Astyanax 
(As Pyrrhus has consented) into Greece. 
Go, Pylades. 

Fyl, Lead on, my friend, lead on ! 
Let us bear off Hermione ! No toil. 

No danger, can deter a friend Lead on ! 

This very night we'll carry her on board. 

Ores. Thou art too good — I trespass on thy friend- 
ship: 
But, oh ! excuse a wretch, whom no man pities, 
Except thyself; one, just about to lose 
The treasure of his soul ! whom all mankind 
Conspire to hale, and one, who hates himself. 
When will my friendship be of use to thee ? 

FyL The question is unkind. — But now, remember 
To keep your counsels close, and hide your tkou^hti ; 
Let not Hermione suspect— —no moY c 
I see her comings sin 

4 
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Ores. Away, my friend ; 
I am advis'd ; my all depends upon it. 

[Exit Pylades. 

Enter Hermione and Cleone, 

Ores. Madam, your orders are obey'd ; I have seen 
Pyrrhus, my rival ; and have gain'd him for you. 
The king resolves to wed you. 

Her. So I am told ; 
And, farther, I am inform'd, that you, Orestes, 
Are to dispose me for the intended marriage. 

Ores, And are you, madam, willing to comply ? 

Her, What can I do, alas ! my faith is promised : 
Can I refuse what is not mine to give ? 
A princess is not at her choice to love ; 
All we have left us is a blind obedience: 
And yet you see how far I had comply'd, 
And made my duty yield to your entreaties. 

Ores. Ah, cruel maid ! you knew — but I have done. 
All have a right to please themselves in love. 
I blame you not. Tis true, I hop'd — but you 
Are misfires?, of your heart, and Tm content. 
'Tis fortune is hiy enemy, not you. 
But, madam, I shall spare you farther pain 
On this uneasy theme, and take my leave. [Exit. 

Her. Cleone, couldst thou think he'd be so calm ? 

Cleo, Madam, his silent grief sits heavy on him. 
He is to be pitied. His too eager love 
Has made him busy to his own destruction. 
His threats have wrought this change of mind in 
Pyrrhus. 

Her. Dost thou think Pyrrhus capable of fear? 
Whom should the intrepid Pyrrhus fear? The Greeks? 
Did he not lead their harrass'd troops to conquest. 
When they despaired, when they retired from Troy, 
And sought for shelter in their bt^TW\w%^e.^V^\ 
No, Ob, Cleone, he is above coi^^\xu\wX. % 
He acts unforc'd ; and where he vjed^,\xfcVsN^'^* 
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Cleo. Oh, that Orestes had reraain'd in Greece ! 
I fear to-morrow will prove fatal to him. 

Her. Wilt thou discourse of nothing but Orestes? 

Pyrrhus is mine again ! Is mine for ever ! 

The bold, the brave, the godlike Pyrrhus ! 
On, my Cleone, 1 am wild with joy ! 

Cleo. Madam, conceal your joy — I see Andromache, 
She weeps, and comes to speak her sorrows to you. 

Her. I would indulge the gladness of my heart! 
Let u^ retire — Her grief is out of season. 

Enter Andromache and Cephisa. 

Andr. Ah, madam! whither, whither do you fly? 
Where can your eyes behold a sight more pleasing 
Than Hector's widow, suppliant and in tears ? 
I come not an alarm'd, a jealous foe, 
To envy you the heart your charms have won — 
The only man I sought to please, is gone; 
Kiird in my sight, by an inhuman hand. 
But, oh, I have a son I — Ahd you, one day. 
Will be no stranger to a mother's fondness: 
But Heaven forbid that you should ever know 
A mothers sorrow for an only son. 
Her joy, her bliss, her last surviving comfort ! 
When every hour she trembles foi his life ! 
Your power o'er Pyrrhus may relieve my fears. 
Alas, what danger is there in a child, 
Sav'd from the wreck of a whole ruin*d empire? 
Let me go hide him in some desert isle : 
You may rely upon my tender care 
To keep him far from perils of ambition : 
All he can learn of me will be to weep ! 

Her. Madam, 'tis easy to conceive your grief: 
But, it would ill become me to solicit 
In contradiction to my father's will : 
If Pyrrhus, madam, must be wrought to pity, 
No woman does it better than yourself. 
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If you gain him, I shall comply, of course. 

[Exeunt Hermione and Cleone. 

^ndr. Didst thou not mind with what disdain she 
spoke? 
Youth and prosperity have made her vain ; 
She has not seen the fickle turns of life. 

Ceph. Madam, were I as you, I'd take her counsel; 
Fd speak my own distress : one look from you 
Will vanquish Pyrrhus, and contound the Greeks — 
See, where he comes Lay hold on this occasion. 

Enter Pyrrhus and Phc&kix. 

Pi/r, Where is the princess? — Did you not inforni 
me, 
Hermione was here ? [To Phcenix. 

Phien. I thought so, sir. 

Andr. Thou see'st what mighty power my eyes have 
on him ! [To Cefhisa. 

Pyr, What says she, Phoenix ? 

j4ndr. I have no hope left ! 

Phcen. Let us begone — Hermione expects you, 

Ceph, What do you, madam ? break this sullen si- 
lence. 

Andr, My child's already promised ! — 

Ceph. But not given. 

Andr, No ! no ! my tears are vain! — His doom 

is fix'd ! 

Pyr. See, if she deigns to cast one look upon us ! 
Proud woman! 

Andr. I provoke him by my presence. 
Let us retire. 

Pyr, Come, let us satisfy 
The Greeks, and give them up this Phrygian boy. 

Andr, Ah, sir, recall those words — What have you 
said ! 
If you give up my son, oh, give up me ! — 
You, whoso many times have sworn me friendship: 
Oh, Heavens! will you not look ^llVi ^\Vj wv\!&rX 
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Is there no hope ? Is there no room for pardon ? 

Fyr. Phoenix will answer you — My word is past. 

Andr. You» who would brave so many dangers for 
me — 

Fyr, I was your lover then — I now am free. 
To favour you, I might have spared his life ; 
But you would never vouchsafe to ask it of mie. 
Now 'tis too late, 

^niir. Oh, sir, excuse 
The pride of royal bloody that checks my soul^ 
And knows not how to be importunate. 
You know, alas ! I was not born to kneel, 
To sue for pity, and to own a master. 

Fyr, No, in your heart you curse me ! you disdain 
My generous flame, and scorn to be oblig'd ! 
But I shall leave you to your great resentments. 
Let us go, Phoenix, and appease the Greeks. 

Ceph. Oh, madam 

Andr, What can I do more ? The tyrant 
Sees my distraction, and insults my tears. 

[7b Cephisa. 
— Behold, how low you have reduc'd a queen ! 
These eyes have seen my country laid in ashes, 
My kindred fall in war, my father slain, 
My husband dragg*d in his own blood, my son 
Condemned to bondage, and myself a slave; 
Yet, in the midst of these unheard-of woes, 
'Twas some relief to find myself your captive; 
And that my son, deriv'd from ancient kiiigs, 
Since he must serve, had Pyrrhus for his master* 
When Priam kneel'd, the great Achilles wept: 
I hop'd I should not find his son less noble : 
I thought the brave were still the more compas- 
sionate. 
Oh, do not, sir, divide me from my child! — 
If he must die 
Pj/r, Phcenix, withdraw a yi\i\\e. \ExU '^ws.^vx.* 
A'^e, m»dam — -Yet you may pte&etNe ^q^xt «>\i. 
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I find, whenever I provoke your tears, 

I furnish you with arms against myself. 

I thought my hatred fix'd before I saw you. 

Oh, turn your eyes upon me, while I speak ! 

And see if you discover in my looks 

An angry judge, or an obdurate foe. 

Why will you force me to desert your cause ? 

In your son's name, I beg we may be friends. 

Let me entreat you to secure his life! 

Must I turn suppliant for him ? 

Think, oh think, 

*Tis the last time — you both may yet be happy ! 

I know the ties I break, the foes I arm ; 

I wrong Hermione ; I send her hence. 

And with her diadem I bind your brows. 

Consider well, for 'tis of moment to you ! 

Chuse to be wretched, madam, or a queen. 

I leave you to your thoughts. When I return. 

Well to the temple — ^There you'll find your son ; 

And there be crown'd, or give him up for ever. [ExiL 

Ceph. I told you, madam, that in spite of Greece, 
You would o'er-rule the malice of your fortune. 

Andr, Alas, Cephisa, what have I obtain'd ! 
Only a poor short respite for my son ! 

Ceph. You have enough approved your faith to 
Hector ; 
To be reluctant still would be a crime. 

Andr, How ! — wouldst thou give me Pyrrhus for a 
husband ? 

Ceph. Think you 'twill please the ghost of your dead 
husband, 
That you should sacrifice his son ? Consider, 
Pyrrhus once more invites you to a throne; ; 
Turns all his power against the foes of Troy ; 
Remembers not Achilles was his father ; 
Retracts his conquest, and forgets Kis haU^d. 
^ffi/r. But how can I forgel \t\— '\iovi e%Sk\ 
Forget my Hector, treated vfit\i du\ioiL^>^ > 
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Depriv'd of funeral rites, and vilely dragged, 
A bloody corpse, about thfi walls of Troy ! • 
Can I forget the good old king, his fatiitf. 
Slain in my presence — at the altar slatb ! 
Which vainly, for protection, he embraced. 
Hast thou forgot that dreadful night, Cephisa, 
When a whole people fell ! Methinks, I see 
Pyrrhus enrag'd, and, breathing vertgeance, i^nter 
Amidst the glare of burning palaces : ' 
I see him hew his passage through my brothers, ' 
And, bath'd in blood, lay all my kindled waste! 
Think, in this scene of horror, what I suSet^d I 
This is the courtship I received from Pyrrhus ; 
And this the husband thou wouldst give me ! — No, 
We both will perish first ! Til ne'er consent. 

Ceph. Since you resolve Astyanax shall die, 
Haste to the temple, bid your son farewell. 

Jndr. O Cephisa ! 
Thou hast awakened all the mother in me. 
How can I l)id farewell to the dear child. 
The pledge, the image, of my much-lov'd lord ! 
But, Oh ! while I deliberate, he dies ! 
No, no, thou must not die, while I can save thee : 
Oh, let me find out Pyrrhus ! — Oh, Cephisa ! 
Do you go find him. 
Ceph^ What must I say to him ? 
Andr. Tell him, I love my son to such excess — 
But, dost thou think, he means the child shall die f 
Ceph. Madam, he'll soon be here — resolve on some- 
thing. 

Andr, Well then, assure him 

Ceph. Madam, of your love ? 
Andr. Alas, thou know'st that is not in my power ! 
Oh, my dead lord I Oh, Pnam's royal house ! 
Oh, my Astyanax ! at what a price • 
Thy mother buys thee ! — Let us go. . 

Ceph, But whither ? 
And what does your unsettled heart resolve? 
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Andr. Come, my Cephisa, let us go together 
To the sad monument^ which I have rais'd 
To Hector's shade ; where, in their sacred uro^ 
The ashes of my hero lie enclosed. 
There let me weep, there summon to my aid, 
With pious rite, my Hector's awful shade ; 
Let him be witness to my doubts, my fears ; 
My agonizing heart, my flowing tears : 
Oh, may he rise, in pity, from his tomb ! 
And fix his wretched son's uncertain doom* [Exeunt. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I. 



The Palace. 



Enter HERMioNEand Cleoke. 

Cko. This unexpected silence, this reserve, 
This outward calm, this unsettled frame of mind, 
After such wrongs and insults, much surprise me! 
You, who before could not command your rage. 
When Pyrrhus look'd but kindly on his captive; 
How can you bear, unmov'd, that he should wed her, 
And seat her on a throne,' which you should fill ? 
'Twere better, madam—— 

Her. Have you call'd Orestes? 

E 



38 THX DI8T&SS8XIX If OTHIB* [aCT ITi 

Cko. Madam, I have — his love is too impatieiit 
Not to obey with speed the welcome summons* 
His love-sick heart o'erlooks his uokind usage : 
His ardour^s still the same. — Madam, he's hero ! 

Enter Orestes. 

Ores. Ah, madam, is it true ? does then Orestes 
At length attend you by your own commands ? 
What can I do— 

Her. Orestes, do you love me ? 

Ores. What means that question, princess ? — Do I 
love you ? 
My oaths, my perjuries, my hopes, my fears. 
My farewell, my return — all speak my love. 

Her. Avenge my wrongs, and I'll believe them all. 

Ores. It shall be done — My soul has catch'd th' 
alarm ; 
We'll spirit up the Greeks — Fll lead them on : 
Your cause shall animate our fleets and armies. 
Let us return — let us not lose a moment. 
But urge the fate of this devoted land : 
Let us depart. 

Her. No, prince, let us stay here ! 
I will have vengeance here — I will not carry 
This load of infamy to Greece, nor trust 
The chance of war, to vindicate my wrongs* 
Ere I depart, Til make Epirus mourn* 
If you avenge me, let it be this i^tant ; 
My rage brooks no delay — haste to the temple, 
Haste, prince, and sacrifice him ! 

Ores. Whom? 

Her. Why, Pyrrhus. 

Ores. Pyrrhus ! Did you say, Pyrrhus? 

Her. You demur — 
Oh fly ! begone ! give me not time to think — 
TaJk not of iaws — he tramples ot\ «AV \vn^ — 
Let me not hear him justify d — awa^jV 
4 
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Ores, You cannot think I'll justify my rival. 
Madam, your love has made him criminal. 
You shall have vengeance — I'll have vengeance too : 
But let our hatred be profest and open. 
Let us alarm all Greece, denounce a war; 
Let us attack him in his strength, and hunt him down 
By conquest — Should I turn base assassin, 
Twould sully all the kings I represent. 

Her. Have hot I been dishonour'd; set at nought; 
Exposed to public scorn ? — And will you sufifer 
The tyrant, who dares use me thus, to live? 
Know, prince, I hate him more than once I lov'd him* 
The gods alone can tell how once I lov'd him ; 
Yes, the false, perjur'd man, I once did love him; 
And, spite of all his crimes and broken vows. 
If he should live, I may relapse — who knows 
But I to-morrow may forgive his wrongs ? 

Ores. First let me tear him piece-meal — he shall 
die. — 
But, madam, give me leisure to contrive 
The place, the time, the manner of his death : 
Yet I'm a stranger in the court of Pyrrhus; 
Scarce have I set my foot within Epirus, 
When you enjoin me to destroy the prince. 
It shall be done this very night. 

Her, But now, 
This very hour, he weds Andromache ! 
Begone, Orestes — kill the faithless tyrant ; 
My love shall recompence the glorious deed. 

Ores. Consider, madam— 

Her, You but mock n\y rage ! 
Think you to merit by your idle sighs, 
And not attest your love by one brave action I 
Go, with your boasted constancy ! and leave 
Hermione to execute her own revenge. 
I blush to think how my too easy Ca\\.Vv 
Has twice been baffled in one sViauiel>9\YLO^\\ 

e2 
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Ores. Hear me but speak ! — ^you know Til die to 

serve you ! 
Her. rU go myself— 111 stab him at the altar; 
Then drive the poniard, reeking with his blood. 
Through my own heart. 
Better to die with him, than live with you ! 

Ores. That were to make him blest, and me more 
wretched.' 
Madam, he dies by me — Have you a foe. 
And shall I let him live ? My rival too ! 
Ere yon meridian sun declines, he dies ; 
And you shall say, that I deserve your love. 

Her. Go, prince ; strike home ! and leave the rest 
to me; — ... 

Let all your ships stand ready for our fii^t. 

[£^ Orestes. 
Cko. Madam, you^ll perish in this bold attempt. 
Her, Give me my vengeance, Tm content to perish. 
Oh, would Orestes, when he gives the blow, 
Tell him he dies my victim ! 
Haste, my Cleone ! Haste, and tell him, 
My revenge is lost, if Pyrrhus knows not, 
That he dies by me ! 

Cleo. I shall obey your orders — But I see 
The king approach — Who could expect him here? 

Her. Fly! O fly ! and bid Orestes 
Not to proceed a step before I see him. 

[Exii Cleone. 

Enter Ptrrhus and Phcenix. 

Pyr* Madam, I ought to shun an injur'd princess : 
Your distant looks reproach me : and I come 
Not to defend, but to avow, my guilt. 
Pyrrhus will ne'er approve his own injustice. 
Nor form excuses while his heart condemns bim. 
Discharge your anger on this perjur'd man ! 
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For I abhor my crime ! and should be pleas'd 
To hear you speak your wrongs aload : No terms, 
No bitterness of wrath, nor keen reproach, 
Will equtil half the upbraidingsofmy heart. 

Her. I find, sir, you can be sincere: you scorn 
To act your cri^nes, like other- men; 
A hero should be boid ; shore all hiws ; 
Be bravely false, and laugh at solemn ties. 
To be perfidious, shows a daring mind I 
And you have nobly tritimph^d o*er'a maid ! ' 
To court me — to reject me^-^tof return — 
Then to forsake me ftn* a Phryginn stave-^ 
To lay proud Troy in-ashes^^^en lo raise 
The son of Hector, and renounce the Greeks, 
Are actions worthy tho^^reat twol of 'Pyrrbiis ! 

Pyr. Madam, go on : give your resentment birth, 
And pour forth aH your indignation on me. 

Her. 'Twould please^yotnr queen, should I upbraid 
your falsehood : 
I should o'erflow with tears, and die with grief, 
And furnish out a tale to sooth her pride; 
But, sir, I would not overcharge her joys. 
If you would charm Andromache, recount 
Your bloody battles, your exploits, your slaughters. 
Your great achievements in her father's palace. 
She needs must love the man, who fought so bravely, 
And in her sight slew half her royal kindred ! 

Fyr. With horror I look back on my past deeds ! 
I punished Helen's wrongs too far ; I shed 
Too much of blood. But, madam, Helen's daughter 
Should not object those ills the mother caus'd. 
However, I am pleas'd to find you hate me — 
I was too forward to accuse myself — 
The man, who ne'er was lov'd, can ne'er be false. 
Obedience to a father, brought you hither ; 
And I stood bound by promise to receive you. 
But our desires were dififerent ways inclin'd ; 
And you, I own, were not obli^d to loyti lao.. 

eS 
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Her. Have I not Jp/^ yQU, then I perfidious man ! 
For you I sUgbtf^^ll the Greci<an princes ; 
Forsook my father's house ; conceal'd my wrongs. 
When most provok'd ; would npt return to Sparta, 
In hopes that time might fix your wavering heart. 
I lov'd you, wj^n inconstant; a^ even Aow, 
Inhuman king ! that you pronounce my death, 
My heart stiU d^ub^^.jf I i^oji&lfi ,lpve or bate, you — 
But, Oh ! since, y^^ r§«f)lye to w^d anodier, 
Defer your cr^^t) purpose till to-morrow, 
That I may npt Jkihfff^ to gTi^ceb^r triumph ! 
This is the lasi^pic^qu^^j e^r ^hall iflake you — 
See, if the barbarous prince vouch^^g^ gkVk answer ! 
Go, then, to the lov'd.J^^|:;ygjan^; hencf^j > begone ! 
And bear to.her4hq^jY<^ji{KSy Qis^t pn<;e were mine: 
Go, in deiiance^ip |J^fvi^venging,gpdli ! 
Begone ! the priest ,^xp^t^yp|i atlbfi altar — 
But, tyrant, hayAa ctuf^J cp^ not thither ; [Exit. 

Fhcsn. Sir, did you nund her threats^ your life's in 
danger : 
There is no trifling with a woman's rage. 
The Greeks, that swarm about the court, all hate 

you; 
Will treat you as their country's enemy, -. 
And join in her revenge — Besid<«$, Qrestes 
Still loves her to distraction.— '$ir^ I beg— 

Pyr. How, Phoenix, shoul4( fearaiwoman's threats ? 
A nobler passion takes ,up all my thoughts: 
I must prepare to meet Andromache. 
Do thou place all my guards about her son: 
If he be safe, Pyrrhus is free from fear. [Exit* 

Phasn. Oh, Pyrrhus ! Oh, what pity 'tis, the gods. 
Who fiird thy soul with every kingly virtue. 
Should leave thee so expos'd to wild desires, 
That hurry thee beyond the bounds of reason ! 

[Flourish, 
But see, the queen, 
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Magnificent in royal pride, appears ! 

I must obey, and guard her son from danger. [Egit. 

Enter Andromache and Cephisa. 

Ceph, Madam, once more, you look and move a 
queen. 
Your sorrows are dispersed, your charms revive, 
^ And every faded beauty blooms anew. 

Andr. Yet all is not as I could wish, Cephisa. 

Ceph. You see the king is watchful o'er your son ; 
Decks him with princely robes — with guards sur* 

rounds him. 
Astyanax begins to reign already. 

Andr. Pyrrhus is noble minded ; and I fain 
Would live to thank him for Astyanax: 
n^is a vain thought. — However, since my child 
Has such a friend, I ought not to repine. 

Ceph, For Heaven's sake, madam, let me know your 
griefs ! 
If you distrust my faith 

Andr. That were to wrong thee. 
Know, then, the secret purpose of my soul : ' 
Andromache will not be false to Pyrrhus, 
Nor violate her sacred love to Hector. 
This hour I'll meet the king ; the holy priest 
Shall join us, and confirm our mutual vows. 
This will secure a father. to^my child : 
That done, I have no ferther use for life : 
This pointed dagger, this determin'd hand. 
Shall save my virtue, and conclude my woes. 

Ceph. Oh, never think that I will stay behind 
you! 
Life is not worth my care, when you are gone. 

Andr. I must commit into thy faithful hands 
All that is dear and precious to my soul ; 
Live, and supply my absence to my child. 
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All that remains of Troy ; a future progeny 
Of heroes, and a distant line of king;Sy 
In him, is all intrusted to thy care. 

Ceph. Oh for a spirit, to support my grief! — 
Is there ought more, before you go for ever ? 

Andr. Oh, my Cephisa ! my swoln heart is full ! 

I have a thousand farewells to my son 

But tears break in — Grief interrupts my speech ! — 
My soul overflows in fondness! — Let him know 
I dy'd to save him : 

Season his mind with early hints of glory ; 
Make him acquainted with his ancestors ; 
Trace out their shining story in his thoughts ; 
Dwell on the explbits of his immortal father ; 
And, sometimes, let him hear his mother's name. 
He must be taught to stifle his resentments. 
And sacrifice his vengeance to his safety. 
Should he prove headstrong, rash, or unadvis'd, 
He then will frustrate all his mother's virtue, 
Provoke his fate, and I shall die in vain. 

[Flourish within. 
Hark, how the trumpet, with its sprightly notes. 
Proclaims th' appointed hour, and calls us hence ! 
Hector, I come, once more a queen, to join thee! 
Thus, the gay victim, with fresh garlands crown'd, 
Pleas'd with the sacred fife's enlivening sound, 
Through gazing crowds, in solemn state proceeds ; 
And, dress'd in fatal pomp, magnificently bleeds. 
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ACT THE FIITH. 



SCENE 1. 



The Palace. 



IIebmione alone ^ 

Her. What have I done ? Where am I ? Where is 
Pyrrhus ? 
Ye gods ! what mean these horrors ? — I'm undoiMi ! 
My soul is on the rack ! J cannot bear it ! 
Why do I wander, like some guilty ghost ? 
What brought me to this place? What keeps me here ? 
The court of Pyrrhus has no room for me! 
Do I still doubt, if 1 should love, or hate him ? 
Hard hearted man ! how.unconcern'd he left me ! 
Did he once sigh ? bestow one pitying look ? 
Once shed a tear ? or speak one soft, kind word ? 
Did he so much as feign one moment's sorrow, 
To calm my grief, and mitigate his falsehood? 
Why am I still thus anxious for his life? 
Why do I start at his impending fate? 
Shall he then live? Shall the base traitor lire. 
To laugh at my distress ? No, let him perish ! 
Be quick, Orestes ! — Execute my orders! 
Oh, gods — my orders ! Oh, preposterous guilt ! 
Was it for this, I left my father's court? 
Have I then cross'd so many realms and seas. 
To murder Pyrrhus ? 



Enter Cl£OKB. 

Oh, Cleone, help me ! 

What have I done ? — Is Pyrrhus yet alive ? 

What sa/st thou ? — ^Answer me — Where is the king f 

Cleo. Madam^ I saw the cruel prince set forward. 
Triumphant in his looks, and full of joy. 
Still as he walk'd, his ravish'd eyes were fixM 
On the fair captive; while through shouting crowds 
She pass'd along, with a dejected air, 
And seem'd to mourn her Hector to the last. 

Her. Insulting tyrant! I shall die with rage ! ' 

But say, Cleone, didst thou mark him well ? 
Was his brow smooth ? Say, did there not appear 
Some shade of grief — some little cloud of sorrow ? 
Did he not stop ? Did he not once look back ? 
Didst thou approach him ? Was he not confounded t 
Did he not Oh, be quick, and tell me all ! 

Cko. Madam, the tumult of his joy admits 
No thought but love. Unguarded, he march'd on, 
'Midst a promiscuous throng of friends and foes; 
His cares all turn upon Astyanax, 
Whom he has lodg'd within the citadel, 
Defended by the strength of all his guards. 

Her. Enough ! — He dies I — ^The traitor ! — Where's 
Orestes ? 

Cleo. He's in the temple^ with his whole retinue. 

Her. Is he still resolute ? Is he still determin'd ? 

Cleo. Madam, I fear 

Her, How ! Is Orestes false? 
Does he betray me too ? 

Cleo, A thousand doubts 
Perplex his soul, and wound him with remorse; 
His virtue and his love prevail, by turns. 
He told me, Pyrrhus should not fall ignobly — 
Pyrrhus, the warlike son of great AchillesI 
He dreads the censure of the Grecian states;— 
Of all mankind, and fears to stain hi» honour. 
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Her, Poor tim'rous wretch ! 
Ami bright Helen's daughter ? 
To vindicate her wrongs, all Greece conspired ; 
For her, confederate nations fought, and kings were 

slain ; 
Troy was o'erthrown, and a whole empire fell. 
My eyes want force to raise a lover's arm 
Against a tyrant, that has ■dar'ti to wrong me ! 

Cleo. Madam, like Helen, trust your cause to 
Greece. 

Her. No ! I'll avenge mywlf — HI to the temple! 
ril overturn the altar— *stab th^e priest! 
I'll hurl destruction, like a whirlwind, round me ! 
Stand off ! hold me not ! I am all distraction ! 
O Pyrrhus ! tyrant ! ti*aitor ! thoti shalt bleed ! 

Ores. Madam, 'lis done — ^your orders are obey'd ; 
The tyrant lies expiring at th« altar. 

Her. Is Pyrrhus slain ? 

Ores. Ev'n now, \kh gasps in denth. ' 
Our Greeks, all undistingnishM in the crowd, 
Flock'd to the temple, w^d dispersed themselves 
On every side the altar ; I was there ; 
Pyrrhus observ'd me with a haughty eye, 
And, proud to triumph over Greece, in me, 
From his own brows he took the diadem. 
And bound it on the temples of his captive. 
Receive, said he, my crown ; receive my faith ; 
Mine, and my people's sovereign, reign for ever I — 
From this bless'd hour, a father to your son, 
I'll scourge his foes — henceforward, he be styl'd 
The Trojan king. 

His subjects, with loud acclamations, shook 
The spacious dome: Our Greeks, enraged, cry'd out 
Revenge! revenge !—^roke throogh the thronging 

press. 
And rush'd tumultuous, on the unguarded k\vv%. 
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PyrrhuSy awhile, opposed their clashing swords^ 
And dealt his fatal blows on every side 
With manly fierceness; till, oppressed by numbera. 
Streaming with blood, all over gasfa'd with wounds. 
He reel'd, he groan'd* and at the altar fell. — 
Haste, madam, let us fly I haste to oar ships! 
They lie unraoor^d**-Our friends attend us there. 
Her. What have they done ! 
Ores. Madam, forgive their rage. 
I own your vengeance had been more complete. 
Had Pyrrhus faH'n by me ; and had he known, 
Hermione chastis'd him by my arm. 

Her, Peace, monster, peace ! — Go, tell thy horrid 
tale 
To savages, and houl it out in deserts ! 
Oh, fell barbarian ! 
What had he done ? What could provoke thy mad* 

ness. 
To assassinate so great, so brave a man ? 
Who set thee on ? 

Ores. Oh, grant me patience. Heaven ! 
With your own lips did you not curse the tyrant. 
Pronounce his death, and urge me to destroy him ? 

Her, Oh, gods ! 
My heart, though full of rage, was free from malice ; 
And all my anger was excess of love. 

Ores, Hear me but speak — Heaven knows, against 

my will 
Her. What had your rash, officious Greeks, dire 
bloodhounds ! 
To do with my revenge? 
You saw the struggles of my soul ; you heard me 

rave- 
Are these the fruits of your detested love ? 
Avaunt! begone! 

And leave me in Epirus. — I renounce 
My friends, my country, Greece, and all mankind: 
But cliiefly I renounce thee I monster^ thee i \f>xit. 



/ 
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Ores. Am I awake ? wher^ am I ? Soft, my soul ; 
Be not too rash. — Was that Hermione ? 
Why should her aoger thunder against me? 
Was not this blood shed ail by her command f-«- 
I am, indeed, a most outrageous monster ! 
A ruffian, murderer, a base assays is ! •• 
And all to please a false, ungrateful woman. 
Henceforward, let the laws of nature cease ; 
And, let the pale, that severs righi^and ^wrong, 
Things sacred and profane, be broken down ; 
Gods in their temples, kings upon their thrones^ . 
Are not in safety while jOrestes lives* 
Oh, never more shall my torn mind ht heal'd, 
Nor taste the gentle comforts of repose ! 
A dreadful band of gloomy cares surround ma. 
And lay strong siege to my distracted soul ! 

Enter Pylades, attended hy Geeeks. 

FyL Haste, priace 1 let us bogone ! 'tis death to 
stay. 
Andromache reigas .^ee^iAfthtt^ivas the alarm^ 
And vows revenge upon the^fees^of Pyrrhus. 
The people arm, and muater in lhe<8treets: 
Our Greeks will not be able long to guard 
The palace gates, and to i^i^uve our flight* 
We must be speedy, sir. - 

Ore** You may depart, \ t- 
Aly friends — Hermione and I remain. 
Her cruelty has quitf undone me I 

FyL Alas, unhappy princess ! shfl'f no more ! 

Ores, Hermione no more ! — Oby nil ye powers ! ^ ; 

FyL Full of disorder, wildnes§iiQ her looks, a 

With hands expanded, and dishevelled hair, 
Breathless and pale^ with shrieks 4he sought the 

temple ; 
In the mid-way, she met the corps, of Pyrrhus ; 
She startled at the sight; then, stiff with horrar^ 
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Gaz'd frightful ! Waken'd from the dire amaze, < 
She rais'd her eyes to Heaven, with such a look 
As spoke her sorrows, and reproached the gods ; 
Then plung'd a poniard deep within her breast, 
And fell on Pyrrhus, grasping him in death. 

Ores. I thank you; gods !-^I nev^t -could expect 
To be so intCchedl^YoQ have been' itldustrious 
To finish your deci^ee»; to make 0!^te» ' 

A dreadfuHnstaaacis^of yout power lopimitsh ; 
Ym singled'ouit>to>be«ir the wrath of- Heaven* 

Pyl. You hazard your retreat by these delays. 
The guards will KOon beset us. Your complaints 
Are vain, and may be fatal. 

Ores. True, my friend: 
And therefore 'twas, I thank'd the bounteous gods. 
My fate s accomplish'd — I shall die content. 
Oh, bear me hence — Blow winds ! 

PffL ' Let 'us begone. 

Ores, The murder'd lovers wait me — Hark ! they 
call ! 
Kay, if your blood still reek$, Fli mingle mine : 
One tomb will hold us all. 

Pyl, Alas ! I fear 
His raving will return with his misfortunes. 

Ores, I am dizzy ! — Clouds ! — Quite lost in utter 
darkness ! 
Guide me, some friendly pilot, through the storm. 
I shiver! Oh, I freeze ! — So — Light returns; 
Tis the grey dawn — See, Pylades ! behold ! — 
I am encompassed with a sea of blood ! — 
The crimson billows ! — Oh ! my brain's on fire ! 

Pyl, How is it, sir ? — Repose yourself on me. 

Ores, Pyrrhus, stand off ! — What wouldst thou ?— 
How he glares ! 
What envious hand has clos'd thy wounds ? — Have at 

thee. 
It is Hermione that strikes-*Confusion ! 
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She catches Pyrrhus in her arms. — Oh, save me ! 
How terrible she looks !-~*She knits her brow ; 
She frowns me dead ! She frights me into madness ! 
Where am 1 ? — Who are you? 

PyL Alas, poor prince ! 

Ores. This is most kind, my Pylades — Oh, why^ 
Why was I born to give thee endless trouble } 

Fyl, All will go weU-'-He settles into reason. 

Ores, Who talks of reason ? Better to havcinone. 
Than not enough.— <'Run, 8ome>one, teU my Greeks, 
1 will not have them touch the king — Now-— now! 
I blaze again ! — See there — >L(K>k vmere they come ! 
A shoal of furies ! — How they swarm about me ! 
My terror ! — Hide me ! — Oh, their snaky locks ! 

Hark, how they hiss! See,- see their -flaming 

brands ! 
Now they let drive at me ! — How they grin, 
And shake their iron whips ! — My ears ! what yel- 
ling ! 

And see, Hermione ! — she sets them on 

Thrust not your scorpions thus into my bosom ! 
Oh ! — I am stung to death ! — Dispatch me soon ! 
There — take my heart, Hermione I — Take it out ! 
Disjoint me ! — kill me ! — Oh, my tortur'd soul ! 

PyL Assist me, friends, to bear him off. [Exeunt. 

Enter Phcenix, attended by Guards. 

Fhcsn, All, all are fled ! — Orestes is not here !— 
Triumphant villains ! — 
The ambassador's escape 
Declares his guilt — ^Iost bloody embassy ! 
Most unexampled deeds ! — Where, \vhere, ye gods, 
Is majesty secure, if, in your temples. 
You give it no protection ! — See, the queen ! 

[A Flourish o/Trumpets, 
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Enter Anbromachx and Cephisai with 

Attendants. 

Andr, Yes, ye inhuman Greeks! the time will 
come, 
When you shall dearly pay your bloody deeds I 
How should the Trojans hope for mercy from you. 
When thus you turn your impious rage on Pyrrhus ; 
PyrrhuSy the bravest man in all your league ; 
The mani whose single valour made you triumph ! 

[A dead March bekmd. 
Is my child there ?— — 

Ceph. It is the corpse of Pyrrhus ; ' 
The weeping soldiers bear him on their shields. 
Andr, Ill-fated prince ! too negligent of life^ 
And too unwary of the faithless Greeks ! 
Cut off, e'en in the prime of life ; thy triumphs new. 
And all thy glories in full blossom round thee ! , 
The very Trojans would bewail thy fate. 

Ceph. Alat^ then, will your sorrows never end ? 
Andr. Oh, never, never ! — While I live, my tears 
Will never cease ; for I was born to grieve. — 
Give present orders for the fun'ral pomp : 

\To Phgenix. 
Let him be rob'd in all his regal state ; 
Place round him every shining mark of honour ; 
And let the pile, that consecrates his ashes, 
Rise like his fame, and blaze above the clouds. 

[Exit Phcenix — A Flourish of Trumpets, 
Ceph. The sound proclaims th' arrival of the prince. 
Andr. With open arms Til meet him ! — Oh, Ce-^ 
phisa ! 
A springing joy, mix'd with a soft concern, 
A pleasure, which no language can express, 
An ecstacy, that mother^ only feel, 
Thys round my heart, and brightens up my sorrow. 
Like gleams of sunshine iu a\oVxm^^V>i* 
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Though plung'd in ills, and exercis'd in care. 

Yet never let the noble mind despair. 

When press'd by dangers, and beset with foes, 

The gods their timely succour interpose; 

And, when our virtue sinks, o'erwhelm'd with grief, 

By unforeseen expedients bring relief. 

[Exemnt omnes. 



THE END. 



^1 
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REMARKS. 



This tragedy, by Voltaire, was translated, and 
brought on the English stage, by Aaron Hill — a man, 
whose various enterprises should be a caution to ad<^ 
venturers ; for, in the boundless range of his attempts, 
be was never ppce completely successfuU 

Mr. Hill wa? born in London, l684, and was, by 
de9cent, the legal heir of an estate in Wiltstiire, of 
2Q00L a year. But the indiscretions of his father 
made thi$ fortune, on his death, of m va}ue to th^ 
son ; a^d he was left, in childhood, dependent on his 
grand jnpthpr. 

At the age of fourteen, Aaroh had passed through 
Westminster School, and now gave evidence of that 
spirit of enterprise, which never forsook him during 
life. His near relation. Lord Paget, was, at this 
time, ambassador from England at the Ottoman 
court, and the youth resolved to set out, unprotected 
and alone, for Constantinople, to pay him a visit. He 
|iad never seen Lord Paget, yet that nobleman received 
him kindly, and conceived a favourable opinion of hif 
talents, from this juvenile exploit. 

That Mr. Hill possessed mental endowments, of no 
very common kind, is certain ; but he appears to have 
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been so restless to display them, and so blind to their 
just appreciation, that, in his haste to do good, he 
often did ill, and never endeavoured to make a for- 
tune that he did not lose one. 

Not content with the high gratification of kaying be* 
held Turkey, Palestine, £g3l)t, and other famed' coun- 
tries, during his stay abroad, — on his return t(^ Eng- 
land he had the hardihood, young as he was, to write 
his travels ; and this puerile book made all he litad 
seen of less use to his reputation, than if he had staid 
at home and seen nothing. 

He now became a dramatic writer, and, with a 
mediocrity of success, joined to some interest with 
persons in power, he was made the manager of Drury 
Lane Theatre, and of the Opera Theatre in the Hay 
Market. But these situations were both relinquished 
in the course of a few months, on account of some 
misunderstanding with the Lord Chamberlain ; — ^and 
Mr. Hill immediately directed his attention to the 
making sweet oil from the beech nut, which should 
preclude the necessity of any such distillation from 
the olive. 

His ingenuity here embroiled him in disputes with 
his associates in the concern; and, after the loss of time, 
content, and much money, — he turned his thoughts to 
an epic poem. 

His biographer has, however, declared, that his 
poetry was but the mere (^spring of hours relaxed 
from drier studies, and that he soon recalled his 
wandering fancy from the muses, and produced a 
tract upon t^e art of war — another upon agriculture. 
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Again he wrote a poem — it was caHed ** The 
Northern Star/' and recorded the heroic actions of 
the Czar Peter the Great. Several years afterwards, 
he received a gold medal from the Empress Catha- 
rine for his reward, and with it the promise of some 
papeis, fro^ which he was to write the Memoirs of 
the deceased Czar ;— but the death «f the Czarina 
deprived kim of this honour. 

Soon after the above disfippointment, Mr. Hill con- 
tracted with the York Buildings Company, concern- 
ing woods of vast extent in Scotland, which were to 
be converted into timber iov the uses of the nfivy ; 
and great and various ^ere his exertions on dus occa- 
sion. The difficulties he encountered in conveying 
these trees down the river Spey were numerous beyond 
conception; he had* the sagacity, however, to sur- 
mount them all, except the last ; and that one de- 
stroyed the whole undertaking. 

The want of a large sum of ready money was 
now the sole obstacle to his d^gn of establishing 
a plantation upon an extensive territory in the south 
of Carolina, where he had purchased a gr^nt from 
the Lords Proprietors ; — and death deprive^ him of 
all the advantages he was about to reap, from having 
contrived to make pot-ash in England, equal to that 
which is brought, at much expense, from Russia. 

Voltaire and Pope accomplished that notoriety for 
Aaron Hill, which all his own industry could never 
have done so effectually without them. The first 
has sent him down to posterity as his translatos^r-the 
second as one of his dunces. 
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** Zara'' was first performed in the year 1735, and is 
memorable, as well as for its own .merits, for having 
first introduced Mrs. Gibber on the stage; who, 
though extremely young, had every talent of an 
actress so matured, that, in her whole life to come, 
there was no charm, no grace, to be improved, — all 
those which she possessed were so near perfection. 

Mr. Hill, who is said to have been as excellent a 
judge of the abilities requisite for a peiformer as 
if he had practised the profession, received abunr 
dant praise for having encouraged Mrs. Gibber's at- 
tempt of this part; for having instructed her in it, and 
even foretold her extraordinary success: — but, as if no 
one event of this man's life should do him perfect ere* 
dit, he encouraged, instructed, and predicted also in 
favour of the young gentleman who made his appear- 
ance that night in Osman, and whose total failure in 
the part, rendered all Mr, Hill's prescience at least 
doubtful. 

It is impossible to read this play without being de- 
lighted, or to see it without being weary. Love is 
seldom the passion, or religion the subject, which 
pleases greatly on the stage — the one is hard for the 
actors to describe, the other is difficult for the audi- 
tors to reflect upon. 

The English critic accuses this play of being 
filled with bigotry — but surely it is a pleasure to ob- 
serve, that the author was no bigot. Divest him of 
the pernicious character attached to Voltaire, change 
but bis well known opinions in regard to Christianity, 
and suppose *^ Zara" the work of a religious man,-— 
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it becomes instantly a production of most virtuous 
tendency. — It is surprising how the author, with his 
hatred to fanatics, could have the forbearance here to 
describe them with such good hearts, accompanied by 
such weak understandings ! Remarkable instances of 
human imperfection only, but no traits of intentional 
guilt, blemish the characters of this drama. They 
are all amiable, and yet all are in an error. 

It is objected by some commentators, that, in liberal 
notions, Voltaire has decidedly bestowed the superi- 
ority upon the unbeliever Osman. The christians are 
certainly made the most intolerant ; but, surely, in 
that, the author meant no disgrace to them ; for the 
French nation, at the period this play was written, 
esteemed the persecution of infidels and heretics as a 
holy employment, in which relaxation had been a 
crime. 
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ZARA. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I* 

An Apartment in the Seraglio, 

Enter Zaha and Selima. 

SeL It moves my wonder, young and beauteous 
Zara, 
Whence these new sentiments inspire your heart ! 
Your peace of mind increases with your charms ; 
Tears now no longer shade your eyes' soft lustre : 
You meditate no more those happy climes, 
To which Nerestan will return ta guide you. 

Zara, Since after two long years he not returns, 
'TIS plain his promise stretched beyond his power. 
I own 

I once admir'd the unprofitable zeal. 
But now it charms no longer. — 

SeL What if yet, 
lie, faithful, should return, and hold his vow ; 
Would you not, then ' 

Zara, No matter — ^Tjme is past, 
And every thing is chang'd. — ^ 

SeL But, whence comes this? 
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Zara. Go— 'twere too much to tell thee Zara's fate : 
The sultan's secrets, all, are sacred here : 
But my fond heart delights to mix with thine. 
Some three months past, when thou, and other slaves, 
Were forc'd to quit frir Jor^dfin's fiow'ry bank ; 
Heav'n, to cut short the anguish of my days, 
Rais'd me to comfort by a powerful hand : 
This mighty Osman 1 

Sel What of him \ 

Zara, This sultan. 
This conqueror of the christians, loves 

Sel Whom? 

Zara, Zara!- 

Thou blushest, and, I guess, thy thoughts accuse me : 

But, know me better — ^'twas unjust suspicion. 

All emperor as he is, I cannot stoop 

To honours, that brpg shame and baseness with them : 

He offers marriage ; and its rites now wait 

To crown me empress of this eastern world. 

SfL Your virtue i^nd your charms deserve it all : 
My heart is not surpris'd, but struck to hear it. 
If to be empress can con^plete your happinjess, 
I rank i^y^elf, with joy, among your slaves. 

Zara. Be still my equal — apd enjoy my blessings ; 
For, thou partaking, jthey wiU bless i^e more. 

SeL Alas ! but He^«n ! will it permit this mar- 
riage? 
Will Qot this grandeur, ^lse}y ca}r4 & bliss, 
Plant bitterness, and root it in your heart ? 
Have you forgot you are of christian blood ? 

Zara. Ah me! What hast tho]a sai4? Why would'st 
thou thus 
Recall my wav'ring thoughts? How know I, wb^t. 
Or whence I am ? Heaven kept it hid in darkness, 
Conceal'd me from myself, and from my blood. 

Sel. Nerestan, who was bom a christian, here. 
Asserts, that you, like him^ had christian parents ; 
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Besides — that eross, which, from your infant years, 
Has been preservM, was found upon your bosom, 
As if designed by Heaven, a pledge of faith 
Due to the God, you purpose to forsake ! 

Zara, This cross, as often as it meets my eye, 
Strikes through my heart a kind of awful fear! 
I honour, from my soul,- the ehHstian laws. 
Those laws, which, softening nature by humanity, 
Mel I nations into brotherhood ^ — no doubt 
Christians are happy; and 'tis just to love them. 
SeL Why have you, then, declar'd yourself their 

foe? 
Why will you join your haw* with this fWoud OsmanV, 
Who owes his triumph to the cbrisciaxis' rumf 

Zara. Ah! — Who could slight the offer of his 

heart ? 
Nay — for I mean to tett thee all my weflknessr. 
Perhaps I had, ere now, professed thy fiaith. 
But Osman lov'd me-^and I've lost ii aH : — 
J think on none but Osman — ^my pless'd he!ia#t, 
FilFd with the blessing, to be lov'd by hi«l^ 
Wants room for other happiness^ Place^ thoi» 
Before thy eyes bis merit and hi« famie, 
His youth, yet btoominllg bttt in ftianhood'^dawn ; 
How many con^er'd kiikg^ havesweli'd his pow'r!^ 
Think, too, how lovely ! 1k>w his htOK9 becomes 
This wreath of early glories'!-^— Ohy my Mend ! 
I talk not of a sceptre, Which he gives Aie : 
No — to be charm'd with that^ were thafliks too^humMel 
Offensive tribute, and too' poor for love ! 
'Twas Osmmn won my heat't^ not Osnitti^9 crown : 
I love not in him aught besides himiself. 
Thou think'st, perhaps^ that these' are stairts 6f pdiH 

sion ; 
But, had the wiH of Heav'n kss bewt to' bless him, 
Doom'd Osman t» fay chains, and me to fill 
The throne that Osman sils on — ^ruin and wietched* 

ness 
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Catch and consume my wishes, but I would-—. 
To raise me to myself, descend to him« 

Sel, Hark ! the wish'd music sounds — ^^s h&-^he 
comes — [Exit S£Lima« 



A grand March* 

Enter Osmav, reading a Paper, which he delivers to 
Or ASM IN ; with Attendants. 

Osm. Wait my return — or, should there be a caus« 
That may require my presence, do not fear 
To enter ; ever mindful, that my own 

[Exit Orasmin, 4^. 
Follows my people's happiness. — At length. 
Cares have released my heart — to love and Zara. - 

Zara. Twas not in cruel absence, to deprive me 
Of your imperial image — every where 
You reign triumphant : memory supplies 
Reflection with your power ; and you, like Heaven, 
Are always present — and are always gracious. 

Osm, The sultans, my great ancestors, bequeathed 
Their empire to me, but their taste they gave not; 
Their laws, their lives, their loves, delight not me : 
I know our prophet smiles on am'rous wishes. 
And opens a wide field to vast desire ; 
I know, that at my will I might possess; 
That, wasting tenderness in wild profusion, 
I might look down to my surrounded feet, 
And bless contending beauties. I might speak, 
Serenely slothful, from within my palace. 
And bid my pleasure be my people's law. 
But, sweet as softness is, its end is cruel ; 
I can look round, and count a hundred kings, 
Unconquer'd by themselves, and slaves to others : 
Hence was Jerusalem to christians lost ; 
Hence from the distant Euxine to the Nile, 
3 
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The trumpet's voice has wak'd the world to war ; 
Yet, amidst arms and death, thy power has reached me ; 
-For thou disdain St, like me, a languid love ; 
Glory and Zara join — and charm together. 

Zara, I hear at once, with blushes and with joy, 
This passion, so unlike your country's customs. 

Osm. Passion, like mine, disdains my country's 
customs; 
I know to love you, Zara, with esteem ; 
To trust your virtue, and to court your soul. 
Npbly confiding, I unveil my heart, 
And dare .inform you, that, 'tis all your own. 
My joys must all be yours; only my cares 
Shall lie conceal'd within, and reach not Zara. 
. Zara. How low, how wretched, was the lot of Zara ! 
Too poor, with aught but thanks, to pay such blet* 
sings! 

Osm, Not so — I love — and would be lov'd again ; 
Let me confess it, I possess a soul. 
That what it wishes, wishes ardently. 
I should believe you hated, had you power 
To love with moderation : 'tis my aim, 
In every thing, to reach supreme perfection. 
If, with an equal flame, I touch your heart. 
Marriage attends your smile — But know, 'twill make 
Me wretched, if it makes not Zara happy. 

Zara. Ah, sir! if such a heart as gen'rous Osman's 
Can, from my will, submit to take its bliss, 
What mortal ever was decreed so happy! 
Pardon the pride, with which I own my joy ; 
Thus wholly to possess the man I love! 
To know, and to confess his will my fate ! 
To be the happy work of his dear hands! 
Tobe— 

Enter Obasmik. 

Osm. Already interrupted ! What ? 
Who?— Whence? 
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Qrcv. This in^nent, sir^ there is sirWd 
That christian slave, who, licens'd oq his £uth, 
Went hence to Fiance — and, now retucn'dy prays au- 
dience. 
Own. Admit hira — ^What ? — ^Why comes he not ? 
Oroi* He waits without. No christian cUunes af r' 
proach 
This place, long sacred to the sultan'« privmcies. 
Osm. Go — bring him with ihee — ^rooBarchSy Uk4 
the sun. 
Shine but in vain, unwarming, if unseen; 
Widi forms aad rev'jrence^ let the great appranch us ; 
Not the u«happyi—«very piace alike. 
Gives tlie di»tvess'4 a privilege to enters — 

i thiok with horror on these dreadful maxims, 
Which harden kings, insensibly, to tyraiKS. 

Enter Oaasmiit mth Nerestait. 

Ner, Imperial sultan ! honoured, even by foes I 
See me returned, regardful of my vow, 
Aiftl punctual to discharge a christian's duty. 
I bring the ransom of the captive Zara, 
Fair Sclima, the partner of her fortune. 
And of ten christian captives, prisoners here. 
You promised, sultan, if I should return, 
To grant their rated liberty: — Behold, 
I am returned, and they are yours no more. 
I would have stretch'd my purpose to myself. 
But fortune has deny'd it ; — my poor all 
Sufficed no further, and a noble poverty 
Is now my sole possession. — I redeem 
The promised christians; for I taught them hope ; 
But, for myself, 1 come again your slave. 
To wait the fuller hand of future charity. 

Osm. Christian! I must confess, thy <:ouragc charms 
me; 
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But let tky pride be tat^ht, it treads too Eigfa* 

When it presumes to climb above my mercy. 

Go ransomless thyself, and carry back 

Their unaccepted ransoms, join'd with gifts^ 

Fit to reward thy purpose ; instead of ten^ 

Demand a hundred christians; they are thine: 

Take them^^and bid them teach their haughty country^ 

They left some virtue among Saracens. — 

Be Lusignan excepted — He, 

Who boasts the blood of kings, and dares lay claiint 

To my Jerusalem — that claim, his guilt ! 

Such is the law of states ; had I been vanquish'd^ 

Thus had he said of me. I mourn his lot. 

Who must in fetters, lost to daylight, pine. 

And sigh away old age in grief and pain. 

For Zara — but to name her as a captive, 

Were to dishonour language ;•— -she's a prize 

Above thy purchase : — all the christian realms. 

With all tkeir kings to guide them, would unite 

In vain, to force her from me — Go, retire — 

Ner. For Zara's ransom, with her own consent^ 
I had your royal word. For Lusignan^- 
Unhappy, poor, old man—— 

Osm. Was 1 not heard ? 
Have I not told thee, christian, all my will ? 
What if I prais'd thee ! — ^This presumptuous virtue. 
Compelling my esteem, provokes my pride : 
Begone — and, when to-morrow's sun shall rise 
On my dominions, be not found — too near me. 

[Exit Nebestav. 
Osm, Zara, retire a moment — 
Assume, throughout my palace, sovereign empire, 
While I give orders, to prepare the pomp 
That waits to crown thee mistress of my throne. 

ILeads her aut^ and returns. 
Orasmin ! didst thou mark th' imperious slave ? 
What could he mean ? — he sigh'd — ^and, as be went, 

c2 
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Tum'd and look'd back at Zara ! — Didst thou mark itf 
Oras, Alas, my sovereign master ! let not jealousy 

Strike high enough to reach your noble heart. 
Osm, Jealousy, saidst thou ? I disdain it : — ^no ! 

Distrust is poor ; and a misplac'd suspicion 

Invites and justifies the falsehood feared. 

Yet, as I love with warmth — so, I could hate! 

Bui Zara is above disguise and art : 

My love is stronger, nobler, than my power. 

Jealous !— I was not jealous !^ — ^if I was, 

I am not — no — my heart — but, let us drown 

Remembrance of the word : 

My heart is filFd with a diviner flame. — 

Go, and preparie for the approaching nuptials ; 

Zara to careful empire joins delight ; 

I must allot one hour to thoughts of state, 

Then, all the smiling day is love and Zara's. 

[Exit Orasmin', 

Monarchs, by forms of pompous misery pressed, 

In proud, unsocial, misery unbless'd, 

Would, but for love's soft influence, curse their 
throne, 

And among crowded millions live alone. [Exit 
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ACT THE S£COND. 



SCBIIB I. 

Another Apartment. 

Ns&KSTAN (md ChATIItLOK. 

Chat. Matchless Nerestan ! generous and great ! 
You, who have broke the chains of hopeless slaves ! 
You, christian saviour! by a Saviour sent? 
Appear, be known, enjoy your due delight ; 
The grateful weepers wait to clasp your knees, 
•They throng to kiss the happy hand that sav'd them : 
Indulge the kind impatience of their eyes, 
And, at their head, command their hearts for ever.. 

Ner, Illustrious Chatilton ! this praise o'erwhelms 
me; 
What have 1 done beyond a christian's duty? 
Beyond what you would, in my place, have done? 

Chat. True — it is every honest christian's duty ; 
Nay, 'tis the blessings of such minds as ours^ 
For others* good, to sacrifice our own — 
Yet, happy they, to whom Heav'n grants the power. 
To execute, like you, that duty's call ! 
For us — the relics of abandon'd war, ^ 
Forgot in France, and, in Jerusalem, 
Left to. grow old in fetters. — Osn^m's father 
Consign d us to the gloom of a damp dungeon,. 
Where, but for you, we must have groan'd out life. 
And native France have bless'd our eyes no more. 

Ner. The will of gracious Heav'n, that ^often*d Os- 
man^ 

G 3 
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Inspir'd me for your sakes — But, with our joy, 

Flows, mix'd, a bitter sadness-^I had hop'd 

To save from their perversion, a young beauty. 

Who, in her infant innocence, with me. 

Was made a slave by cruel Noradin ; 

When, sprinkling Syria with the blood of chri|tians, 

Caesarea's walls saw Lusignan surprised, 

And the proud crescent rise in bloody triumph. 

From this seraglio, having young escaped. 

Fate, three years since, restored me to my chains ; 

Then, sent to Paris on my plighted faith, 

I flatter'd my fond hope with vain resolves, 

To guide the lovely Zara to that court ; 

But Osman will detain her — ^yet, not Osman, 

Zara herself forgets she is a christian, 

And loves the tyrant sultan ! — Let that pass ; 

I mourn a disappointment still more cruel ; 

The prop of all our christian hope is lost ! 

Chat. Dispose me at your will — I am your own. 

Ner. Oh, sir, great Lusignan, so long their captive, 
That last of an heroic race of kings ! 
That warrior, whose past fame has fill'd the world, 
Osman refuses to my sighs for ever ! 

Chat. Nay, then we have been all redeemed in vain ; 
Perish that soldier, who would quit his chains, 
And leave this noble chief behind in fetters. 
Alas, you know him not as I have known him ; 
Thank Heav'n, that plac'd your birth so far remov'd 
From those detested days of blood and woe. 
But I, less happy, was condemned to see 
Thy walls, Jerusalem, beat down, 
And our last king, oppressed with age and arms, 
Murder'd, and bleeding o'er his murder'd sons ! 
Then, Lusignan, sole remnant of his race. 
Rallying our fated few amidst the flames, 
Fearless, beneath the crush of falling tc^ers. 
The conqu'rors and the conquered, groans and death I 
Dreadful^— and, waving in his hand his sword, 
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Red with the blood ortnfidels, cry'd out, 

** This way, ye faithful christians ! follow me.'' 

Ner. How full of glory was that brave retreat ! 

Chat, 'Twas Heav'n, no doubt, that sav'd and le4 
him on ; 
Pointed his path, and march'd our guardian guide: 
We reach'd Caesarea — there the general voice 
Chose Lusignan, thenceforth to give us laws ; 
Alas ! 'twas vain — Caesarea could not stand 
When Sion's self was fallen ! — we were betray'd ; 
And Lusignan condemned, to length of life, 
In chains, in damps, and darkness, and despair : 
Yet great, amidst his miseries, he look'd. 
As if he could not feel his fate himself. 
But as it reach'd his followers. And shall we, 
For whom our gen'rous leader suffered this, 
Be vilely safe, and dare be bless'd without him? 

Ner. Oh ! I should hate the liberty he shar'd not! 
I knew too well the miseries you describe, 
For 1 was born amidst them. Chains and death, 
Caesarea lost, and Saracens triumphant. 
Were the first objects which my eyes e'er look'd on. 
Hurry 'd, an infant, among other infants, 
Snatch'd from the bosoms of their bleeding mothers, 
A temple sav'd us, till the slaughter ceas'd ; 
Then were we sent to this ill-fated city, 
Here, in the palace of our former kings. 
To learn, from Saracens, their hated faith. 
And be completely wretched. — '-^2^ra, too, 
Shar'd this captivity ; we both grew up 
So near each other, that a tender friendship 
Endear'd her to my wishes : My fond heart — - 
Pardon its weakness, bleeds to see her lost. 
And, for a barb'rous tyrant, quit her Go4 ! 

Chat. Such is the Saracens' too fatal policy 1 
Watchful seducers still of infant weakness : 
Happy that you so young escaped their hands ! 
But let us think ^May not this Zara's int'rest, 
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Loving the sultan^ and by Vm %do!f*df 
For Lusignan procure SQue softer seat^ce ? 
The wise and just, with innoceiic<ey oiay draw 
Xheir own advantage from the guUt oH others. . 

JVer. What prospect of success from an apostate f 
On whom I cannot look without disdain; 
And who will read her shanie upon my brow. 
The hardest trial of a generous mind \f 
Is, to court favours from a hand it scorns. \/ 

ChaL Think it is Lusignan we seek to serve. 

Ner. Well-^it skaU be attempted — Hark! wko't 
Ibis? 
Are my eyes fal&e ; or is it really she } 

Enter Zara. 

Zara. Start nott, my worthy friend ! I come to seek 
you ; 
The sultan has permitted it ; 
It pleas'd your pity, skall I say, your frieadship? 
Or rather, shall 1 call it generous charity? 
To form that noble purpose, to redeem 
Distressful Zara — ^you procured my ransom, 
And with a greatness that out-^oar'd a crowii. 
Returned, yourself a slave, to give me freedom ; 
But Heav'n has cast our fkte for difierent climes: 
Here, in Jerusalem, I fix for ever ; 
Yet, among all the shine that marks my fortune, 
I shall with frequent tears remember yours ; 
Your goodness will for ev^r sooth my heart, 
And keep your image still a dweller these : 
WarmM by your great example to protect 
That faith, that lifts humanity 8^ high) 
V\\ be^ mother to distressful cliri^tians. 

Ner. How !— You protect tho christians! you, who 
can 
Abjure their saving truth, and coldly see 
Great Lusignan, their chief, die slow in chains ! 

Zora. To bring him freedom yo^ behold me here ; 



) 
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You will this moment meet his eyes in joy. 

Chat, Shall I then live to bless thai happy hour? ' 
Zara, See where they bring the good old chief, 
grown dim 

With age, by pain and sorrows hastened on ! 

» 

Enter Lusignan, led in by two Guards. 

Lus. Where am I ? From the dungeon's depth, what 
voice 
Has call'd me to revisit long-lost day ? 
Am I with christians ?— I am weak — forgive me,- 
And guide my trembling steps. I'm full of years ; 
My miseries have worn me more than age. 
Am I in truth at liberty ? [Seating hmielf. 

Chat. You are ; . 
And every christian's grief takes end with yours. 

Lus. O, light! O, dearer far than light, that voice I 
Chatillon, is it you ? my fellow martyr ! 
And shall our wretchedness, indeed, have end ? 
In what place are we now ? — my feeble eyes, 
Disus'd to daylight, long in vain to find you. 

Chat, This was the palace of your royal fathers : . 
*Tis now the son of Noradin's seraglio. 

Zara, The master of this place — the mighty Osmani 
Distinguishes, and loves to cherish virtue. 
This generous Frepchman, yet a stranger to you, 
Drawn from his native soil, from peace and rest. 
Brought the vow'd ransoms of ten christian slaves. 
Himself contented to remain a captive : 
But Osman, charm'd by greatness like his own, 
To equal what he lov'd, has giv'n him you. 

Lhs. So generous France inspires her social sons ! . 
They have been ever dear and useful to me — 

Would*>I were nearer to him Noble sir, ' 

[Nerestan approaches:. 
How have I merited, that you for me 
Should pass such distant seas, to bring me blessings, : 
And hazard your own safety for my sake ? 

Ner. My name^ sir, is NeresUxi; botiLm^^TNa^ % 
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I wore the chains of slavery from my birth ; 
Till quitting the prou^ crescent for the court . 
l¥here warlike Lewis reigns, beneath his eye 
I learnt the trade of arms ; 
Your sight, unha|ppy prince, would charm his eye ; 
That best and gpreatest monarch will behold 
With grief and joy these venerable wounds, 
And print embraces where your fetters bound you. 
All Paris will revere the cross's martyr. 

Lw. Alas! in times long past, Fve seen its glf>ry : 
When Philip the victorious liv'd, I fought 
Abreast with Montmorency and Melun, 
D'Estaing, De Neile, and the far-£»mous Courcy ; — 
Najnes which were then the praise and dread of war; 
But what have I to do at Paris now } 
I stand upon the brink of the cold grave ; 
That way my journey lies — to find, I hope. 
The King of Kings, and ask the recompense 
For all my woes, long sufier'd for his sak e - ■■ 
You gen'rous witnesses of my last hour, 
While I yet live, assist my humble prayers, 
And join the resignation of my soul. 
Nerestan ! Chalillon ! — and you, fair mourner ! 
Whose tears do honour to an old man's sorrows ! 
Pity a father, the unhappiesi sure 
That ever felt the hand of angry Heaven ! 
My eyes, though dying, still can furnish tears ; 
Half my long life they flow'd, and still will flow I 
A daughter and three sons, my heart's proud hopes, 
Were all torn fro^m me in their tend'rest vearsi — 
My friend Chatillon knows, and can remember — 

Chat. Would I were able to forget your woe. 

Lus. Thou wert a pris'ner with me in Cassarea, 
And there beheldst my wife and twa dear sons 
Perish in the flames. 

Chat. A captive, and in fetters, 
I could not help them. 

Lus. 1 know thou couldst not-— 
Oil, 'twas a dreadiuiK«n»l \Vx««&^^e& beheld it*-^ 
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Husband and father, helpless I beheld it.— 

Deny'd the mournful privilege to die ! 

Ob, my poor children ! whom 1 now deplore ; 

If ye are saints in heav'n, as sure ye are^ 

Look with an eye of pity on that brother, 

That sister whom you left ! — If I have yet, 

Or son or daughter : — for in early chains. 

Far from their lost and unassisdng father^ 

I heard that they were sent, witii numbers more,. 

To this seraglio ; hence to be dispersed 

In nameless remnants o^er the east, and spread 

Our christian miseries round a faithless world. 

Chat. Twas true^— for, in the horrors of that day, 
I snatchM your infant daughter from her cradle; 
When, from my bleeding arms, fierce Saracens 
Forc'd the lost innocent, who smiling lay. 
And pointed, playful, at the swarthy spoilers! 
With her, your youngest, then your only son. 
Whose little life had reached tlte fourth sad year, 
And just giv'n sense to feel his own misfortunes. 
Was order'd to this city. 

Ner. I, too, hither, 
Just at that fatal age, from lost Caesarea, 
Came in that cloud of undistinguished christians. — 

Lus. You ! — came you thence ? — Alas ! who knows, 
but you 
Might heretofore have seen my two poor children. 

[Looking up. 
Hah, Madam ! that small ornament you wear. 
Its form a stranger to this country's fashion, 
How long has it been yours ? 

Zara. From my first birth, sir — 
Ah, what ! you seem surpris'd ? — why should this 
move you ? 

Lus, Would you confide it to my trembling hands ? 

Zar(u To what new wonders am I now reserv'd i 
Oh, sir ! what mean you ? 

Lus. Providence and Heaven ! 
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Oh failing eyes, deceive ye not my hope ? 
Can this be possible ? — Yes, Yes — ^'tis she ; 

This little cross 1 know it, by sure marks! 

Oh, take me^Heav'n ! While I can die with joy 

Zara. Oh,.do not, sir, distract me! — rising thoughts, 
And hopes, and fears, o'erwhelni me ! 

Lus. Tell me yet, 
Has it remain'd for ever in your hands 
What-^both brought captives from Csesarea hither i 

Zara. Both, both — 

Lms. Their voice ! their looks ! 
The living images of their dear mother ! 
,0 God ! who seest my tears, and know'st my thoughts, 
Do not fo]$ake me at this dawn of hope — 
Strengthen my heart, too feeble for this joy. 
Madam ! Nerestan ! — Help me, Chatillon ! [Bising. 
Nerestan, hast thou on tl^y breast a scar, 
Which, ere Csesarea fell, from a fierce hand, 
Surprising us by night, my child received ? 

Ner, Bless'd hand ! — I bear it, — sir, the mark is 
there ! 

Lus. Merciful Heaven! 

Zara, [Kneeling,] My father ! — Oh f — 

Lus, Oh, my children ! 

Lits, My son I my daughter ! lost in embracing'you. 
I would now die, lest this should prove a dream. 

Lus, Again I find you — dear in wretchedness : 
Oh, my brave son — and thou, my nameless daughter ; 
Now dissipate all doubt, remove all dread : 
Has Heaven, that gives me back my children — giv'n. 

them. 
Such as I lost them ? — Come they christians to me ? 
One .weeps — and one declines a conscious eye I 
Your silence speaks — too well I understand it! 

Zara, I cannot, sir, deceive you — Osman's laws 
Were roine^ — and Osman is not christian. 

Lus, Her words are thunder bursting on my head; 
Wer't not for thee, my soil, I now should die ; 



[ 
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Full sixty y^ars I fought the christians' cause, 

Saw their doom'd temple fall, their power destroy'd : 

Twenty, a captive, in a dungeon's depth, 

Yet never for myself my tears sought Heaven ; 

All for my children rose my fruitless prayers : 

Y€t what avails a father's wretched joy ? 

I have a daughter gain'd,and Heav'n an enemy ! 

Oh, my misguided daughter, lose not thy faith ! 

Reclaim thy birthright — think upon the blood 

Of twenty christian kings, that fills thy veins ; 

What would thy mother feel, to see thee thus ! 

She and thy murderd brothers ! — think they call thee ! 

Think that thou seest them stretch their bloody arms, 

And weep, to win thee from their murd'rer's bosom. 

Ev'n in the place where thou betray'st thy God, 

Hedy'd, my child, to save thee. — Turn thy eyes 

And see ; for thou art near his sacred sepulchre ; 

Thou canst not move a step, but where he trod 1 

Thou tremblest — Oh ! admit me to thy soul ! 

Kill not thy aged, thy afflicted, father ! 

Take not, thus soon, again, the life thou gaVsthim; 

Shame not thy mother — nor renounce thy God. 

'Tis past — Repentance dawns in thy sweet eyes ; 

I see bright truth descending to thy heart, 

And now, my long lost child is found for ever. 

Zara, Oh, my father ! 
Dear author of my life, inform me, teach me, 
"What should my duty do ? 

Ltw. By one short word. 
To dry up all my tears, and make life welcome, 
Say, thou art a christian, 

Zara. Sir, I am a christian. 
- ' Lu8. Receive her^ gracious Heaven ! and bless her^ 
for it! 

Enter Orasmin. 

Oras. Madam, the sultan ordered me to tell you, 
That he expects*, you instant quit this place, 
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And bid your last farewell to these vile christians. 
You, captive Frenchmen, follow me ; for you. 
It is my task to answer.-— ~ 
Ckat, Still new miseries I 
How cautious man should be, to say, Vm happy ! 
Ltts. These are the times, my friends, to try our 
firmness. 
Our christian firmness.—— 
Zara, Alas, sir ! Oh ! ^ 

LiM. Oh, you !— I dare not name you : 
Farewell — but come what may, i>e sure remember 
You keep the fatal secret I for the rest, 
Jjeave all to Heaven — ^be faithful, and be blest. 

lExemnt, 



ACT THE THIRD. 



SC£N£ I. 



An Apartment in the ScragUo* 

OsMAN and Orasmin. 

Osm. Orasmin, this alarm was false and ground* 
less ; 
Lewis no longer turns his arm on me : 
The French, grown weary by a length of woes, 
Wish not at once to quit their fruitful plains. 
And famish on Arabia's desert sands : 
4 



Their ships/tis true, have spread the Syrian seas : 
And Lewis^ hovering o'er the coast of Cyprus, 
Albums the fears of Asia^^But Tve learnt. 
That steering wide from our unmenacM ports, 
He points bis thunder at th' Egyptian shore. 
There let him war, and waste my enemies ; 

Their mutual conflict will but fix my throne. 

Kelease those christians-^I restore their freedom ; 
Twill please their master, nor can weaken me : 
Transport them at my cost, to find their king ; 
I wish to have him know me : carry thither 
This Lusignan, whom, tell him, I restore, 
Because I cannot fear his fame in arms; 
But love him for his virtue and his blood. 
Tell him, my father having conquered twice. 
Condemned him to perpetual chains : but I 
Have set him free, that I may triumph more. 

Oras. The christians gain an army in his name. 

Osm. I cannot fear a sound. — 

Oras, But, sir — should Lewis 

Ogm. Tell Lewis and the world — It shall be so : 
Zara proposed it, and my heart approves : 
Thy statesman's reason is too dull for love ! 
But I talk on, and waste the smiling moments. 
For one long hour I yet defer my nuptials ; 
But 'tis not lost, that hour ! 'twill be all hers ! 
She would employ it in a conference 

With that Nerestan, whom thou know'st that 

christian ! 

Oras. And have you, sir, indulg'd that strange de- 
sire ? 

Osm. What mean'st thou ? They were infant slaves 
together ; 
Friends should part kind, who are to meet no more. 
When Zara asks, I will refuse her nothing : 
Restraint was never made for those we love. 
Down with those rigours of the proud seraglio ; 
1 hate its laws — ^wbere blind austerity 

i>2 
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Sinks, virtue to necessity— My blood 

Disclaims youi* Asian jealousy ; 1 hold 

The fierce, free plainness of my Scythian ancestors, - 

Their open confidence, their honest hate, 

Their love unfearing, and their anger told. 

Go — the good christian waits — conduct him to her ; 

Zara expects thee — What she wills, obey; 

[Exk OsMAir. 

Oras. Ho ! christian ! enter wait a moment 

here. 

Enter Nerestan. 
Zara will soon approach — I go to find her. 

[Exit OtLASMlV 

Ner. In what a state, in what a place, I leave her! 

She's here 

Enter ZiL^K, 
Thank Heaven, it is not, then, unlawful 
To see you, yet once more, my lovely sister ! 

For Lusignan 

His last sad hour's at hand — 

Oh! let not doubt 

Disturb his parting moments with distrust ; 

Let me, when I return to close his eyes, 

Tell him. 

You are confirm'd a christian ! 

, Zara, What, am I not your sister ? and shall you 

Refuse me credit ? You suppose me light ; 

You, who would judge my honour by your own, 

Shall you distrust a truth I dar*d avow, 

And stamp apostate on a sister's heart ! 

Ner. Ah ! do not misconceive me ! — If I err'd, 
Affection, not distrust, misled my fear ; 
Your will may be a christian, yet not you ; 
Swear, swear by all the woes we all have borne. 
By all the martyr'd saints, who call you daughter. 
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That you consent, this day, to seal our faith. 
By th^t mysterious rite which waits your call. 

Zara. I swear by Heaven, and all its holy host, 
Its saints, its martyrs, its attesting iM^gels, 
And the dread preience of its Uving Author, 
To have no faith but yours ; to die a christian ! 
But, tell m o ■ ■ nor be tender on this point. 
What punishment your christian laws decree. 
For an unhappy w?etcb, who, to herself 
Unknown, and all abandon'd by the world. 
Lost and enslaved, ha»» in her yov'reign maskr, 
Found a protector, generoi^ as great. 
Has touch'd bis hea?^ and giv'n him all her own } 

Ncn The punishmeif)t of such a slave should be 
Death in this world and pain in that to come. 

Zara. I am that slave-r- 

Ner^ Destrucdon to my hopes! — Can it be you? 

Zara. It is^-Ador'd by Oman, I adore him : 
This hoyr the nuptial rites, will make us one. 

Ner, What ! marry Osman ! — Let the world grow 
dark, 
7hjat the extinguished sun may hide thy shame ! 
Could it be thus, it were no crime to kill thee. 

Zara. Strike, strike-^I love him — yes, by Heav'n, 
1 love him. 

Ner. Death is thy due — but not thy due from me : 
Yes — 1 will dare acquaint our father with it; 
Departing Lusignan may live so long. 
As j.ust to heajr thy shame, and die to 'Scape it. 

Zara. Stay — my too angry brother — stay — perhaps, 
Zara has resolution. great as thine: 
Tis cruel^and unkind l-^Thy words ai:e crimes ; 
My weakness li>ut misfortune ! Dost thou suffer^ 
I suffer more ; — Oh ! would to Heaven this bloo4 
Of twenty boasted kings would stop at once. 
And stagnate in n:^ heart (^t then no more 
Wpuld rush in boiling fevers thro' my veins, 

D 3 
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And evVy trembling drop be fill'd widi Osman. 

How has he lov'd me ! how has he oblig'd me ! 

I owe ihee to him ! 

For me, he softens the severe decrees 

Of his own faith ; — and is it just that mine 

Should bid me hate him, but because he loves me ? 

No I will be a christian but preserve 

My gratitude as sacred as my faith ; 

Ner, Here then, begin performance of thy vow ; 
Here in the trembling horrors of thy soul, 
Promise thy king, thy father, and thy God, 
Not to accomplish these detested nuptials. 
Till first the rev'rehd priest has clear'd your eyes. 
Taught you to know, and giv'n you claim to Heav'n. 
Promise me this 



Zara. So bless me Heaven, I do- 



Go— hasten the good priest, I will expect him ; 
But first return — cheer my expiring father. 
Tell him I am, and will be, all he wishes me : 
Tell him, to give him life, 'twere joy to die. 

Ner, I go — Farewell — farewell, unhappy sister ! 

[Exit Nerestaw. 

Zara. I am alone — ^and now be just, my heart! 
And tell me, wilt thou date betray thy God ? 
What am I ? What am I about to be ? 
Daughter of Lusignan — or wife to Osman } 
Help me, Heaven ! 
To thy hard laws I render up my soul : 

But, oh ! demand it back — for now 'tis OsmanV 
» ■ 

Enter Osmak, 

Osm, Shine out, appear, be found, my lovely Zara! 
Impatient eyes attend — the rites expect thee ; 
And my devoted heart no longer brooks 
This distance from its soft'ner I 
Come, my slow love ! the ceremonies wait thee ; 
Come, and begin from this dear hour my triumph. 
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Zara, Oh, what a wretch am I! Oh, grief! Oh, love! 

Osm, Nay, Zara-— give me thy hand, and come — 

Zara, My lord ! my sov'reign ! 
Heav'n knows this marriage would have been a bliss, 
Above my humble hopes! — ^yet, witness,* love ! 
Not from the grandeur of your throne, that bJiss^ 
But from the pride of calling Osman mine. 
But, as it is these christians 

O&n, Christians ! What ! 
How start two images into thy thoughts. 
So distant as the christians and my love ! 

Zara. That good old christian, rev'rend Lusignan, 
Now dying, ends his life and woes together. 

Osm. Well I let him die — What has thy heart to feel^ 
Thus pressing, and thus tender, from the death 
Of an old wretched christian ? — ^Thank our prophet, 
Thou art no christian I — Educated here, 
Thy happy youth was taught our better faith : 
Sweet as thy pity shines, 'tis now mis-tim'd. 
What ! tho' an aged sufTrer dies unhappy. 
Why should his foreign fate disturb our joys ? 

Zara. Sir, if you love me, and would have me think 
That I am truly dear 

Osm, Heaven ! if I love ! 

Zara. Permit me 

Osm. What? ' 

Zara. To desire 

Osm, Speak out. , 

Zara. The nuptial rites 
May be defer r'd till 

Osm. What ! — Is that the voice 
Of Zara ? 

Zara. Oh, I cannot bear his frown ! 

Osm. Of Zara! 

Zara, It is dreadful to my heart — 

Pardon my grief Alas ! I cannot bear it ; 

There is a painful terror in your eye 
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Ttot purees to my soul ^hid from your sig^t, 

I go to make Si moment's truce witk tears, 
And gather force to speak of my despair. 

[Exit disordered* 
Osm. I stand inunoveable, like senseless marble ; 
Horror had frozen my suspended tongue ; 
And an astoni^h'd silence robb'd my will 
Of power to tell her that she shocked my soul I 
Spoke she to me? — Sure I. misunderstood her ! 
Could it be me she left? — What have I seen ! 

Eater Obasmin. 

Orasmin, what a change is here ! — She's gone. 
And I permitted it, I know not how. 

Oras, Perhaps you hut accuse the charming fault. 
Of innocence, too modest oft in love. 

Osm. But why, sjxd whence those lears? — those 
looks! that flight! 
That grief, so strongly stamp'd on every feature? 
If it has been that Frenohman !-;~What a thought! 
How low, how hornd a suspicion that ! 
The dreadful flash at once gives light and kills me; 
But tell me, didst thou mark them at their parting ? 
Didst thou observe the language of their eyes ? 

Hide nothing from me Is ray love betray'd I 

Tell me my whole disgrace : nay, if thou tremblcst, 
I hear thy pity speak, though thou art silent. 

Oras, I did, 'tis true, observe some parting tears ; 
But they were tears of charity and grief : 
I cannot think there was a cause deserving 
This agony of passion^ — — 

Osm, Why no 1 thank thee 

Orasmin, thou art wise ! It could not be. 
That I should stand expos'd to such an insult. 
Thou know'st, had Zara meant me the offence, 
She wants not wisdom to have hid it better : 
How rightly didst thou judge I-r-Zjara shall know it. 
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And thank thy honest service After all, 

Might she not have some cause for tears, which I 
Claim no concern in — but the grief it gives her ? 
What an unlikely fear — from a poor »lave. 
Who goes to-morrow, and, no doubt, who wishes, 
Nay, who resolves, to see these climes no more. 

Oras, Why did you, sir, against our country's cus- 
tom. 
Indulge him with a second leave to come ? 
He said, he should return once more to see her. 

Osm, Return ! the traitor ! he return ! — Dares he 
Presume to press a second interview ? 

Would he be seen again ?• He shall be seen ; 

But deadi I'll punish the audacious slave, 

To teach the faithless fair to feel my anger. 
Be still, my transports ; violence is blind : 
I know my heart at once is fierce and weak ; 
Rather than fall 
Beneath myself, I must, how dear soe'er 

It costs me, rise — till 1 look down on Zara ? 

Away but mark me these seraglio doors, 

Against all christians be they henceforth shut. 
Close as the dark retreats of silent death. 

[Exit Or ASM IN. 
What have I done, just HeaVn, thy rage to move. 
That thou shouldst sink me down so low to love ? [Exif. 
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Tke Seraglio. 

Zara and Silima. 

Set. Aby madam I how at once I grieve your &te. 
And how admire your virtue ! — Heaven, permits^ 
, And Heaven will give you strength, to bear nusfof* 
tune; 
To break these chains, so strong and yet 90 dkar^ 

Zara, Oh, that I could support the iHtd struggle ! 

Sel. To-night the pnest. 
In private introduced, attends you here ; 
You promised him admission 

Zara. Would I had not! 
I promised too to keep this fatal secret ; 
Compelled to silence, Osman is enraged, 
Suspicion followgr ^^ d I lose hjg love. 

Enter Osman. 

Osm, Madam ! there was a time when my charm'd 
heart 
Made it a virtue to be lost in love ; 
When without blushing 1 indulged my flame, 
And every day still made you dearer to me. 
You taught me, madam, to believe my love 
Rewarded and retum'd — nor was that hope, 
Methinks, too bold for reason. Emperors, 
Who chuse to sigh devoted at the feet 
Of beauties, whom the world conceive their slaves^ 
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Have fortune's claim, at least, to sure success : 
But 'twere prophane to think of power in love. 
Dear as my passion makes you, I decline 
Possession of her charms, whose heart's another's. 
You will not find me a weak, jealous lover, 
By coarse reproaches, giving pain to you. 
And shaming my own greatness--^wounded deeply. 
Yet shunning and disdaining low complaint, 

I come to tell you 

Osman, in every trial, shall remember 

That he is emperor Whate'er I suffer, 

Tis due to honour that I give up you. 
And to my injur'd bosom take despair, 
Rather than shamefully possess you sighing, 
Convinc'd those sighs were never meant for me — 
Go, madam — you are free — from Osman's powV, 
Expect no wrongs, but see his face no more. 

Zara. At last, 'tis come — the feared, the murd'ring 
moment 
Is come — and I am curs'd by earth and Heaven ! 

[Knah. 
If it is true that I am lov'd no more--- ■ 

If you 

Ogm. It is too true, my fame requires it ; 

It is too true, that I unwilling leave you : 

That I at once renounce you and adore— 

Zara ! — ^you weep ! 

Zara. If I am doom'd to lose you. 

If I must wander o'er an empty world. 

Unloving and unlov'd — Oh! yet, do justice 

To the afflicted— do not wrong me doubly: 

Punish me, if 'tis needful to your peace. 

But say not, I deserv'd it— — 

May Heav'n, that punishes, for ever hate rae, 

If I regret the loss of aught but you. 

Ornn. What! is it love, to force yourself to wournl 

Tlie heart you wish to gladden? ButI find 
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Lovers least know themselves ; for I believ'cly 
That I had taken back the power I gave you ; 
Yet see ! — you did but weep, and have resum'd me! 
Proud as 1 am — I must confess, one wish 
Evades my power — ihe blessing to forget you. 
Zara — thy tears were form'd to teach disdain. 
That softness can disarm it. — Tis decreed, 
I must for ever love, — but from what cause. 
If thy consenting heart partakes my fires. 
Art thou reluctant to a blessing meant me ? 
Speak ! — Is it artifice ? 

Oh ! spare the needless pains — Art was not made 
For Zara. — Art, however innocent. 
Looks like deceiving — I abhovr'd it ever. 

Zara. Alas ! I have no art ; not even enough 
To hide this love, and this distress you give me. 

Osm, New riddles ! Speak with plainness to my 
soul; 
What canst thou mean ? 

Zara. I have no power to speak it 

Osm. Is it some secret dangerous to my state ? 
Is it some christian plot grown ripe against me? 

Zara. Lives there a wretch so vile as to betray you ? 
Osman is bless'd beyond the reach of fear : 
Fears and misfortunes threaten only Zara» 

Osm. Why threaten Zara ? 

Zara. Permit me, at your feet, 
Thus trembling, to beseech a f^ivour from you. 

Osm. A favour ! Oh, you guide the will of Osman. 

Zara. But this day; 
But this one sad, unhappy day, permit me, 
Alone, and far divided from your eye. 
To cover my distress, lest you, too tender, 
Should see and share it with me — from to-morrow, 
I will not have a thought conceal'd from you. 

Osm. If it must be, it must. — Be pleas'd, my will 
Takes purpose from your wishes ; ami consent 
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Depends not on my choice, but your decree : 
Go — but remember how he loves, who thus 
Finds a delight in pain, because you give it. 

Zara. It gives me more than pain, to make you 
feel it. 

Osm, And can you, Zara, leave me ? 

Zara. Alas, my lord ! [Exit Z aha, 

■ Osm. It should be yet, meth inks, too soon to fly me ! 
Too soon» as yet, to wrong my easy faith. 
The more I think, the less I can conceive, 
What hidden cause should raise such strange despair! 
Now, when her hopes have wings, and every wish 
Is courted to be lively ! — When love. 
And joy and empire press her to their bosom ; 
Yet, was I blameless ? — No — I was too rash ; 
I have felt jealousy, and spoke it to her ; 
I have distrusted her-^-and still she loves: 
Gcn'rous atonement that ! 
I rcraark'd, 

Ev'n while she wept, her soul, a thousand times, 
Sprung to her lips, and long'd to leap to mine, 

With honest, ardent utt'rance of her love. 

Who can possess a heart so low, so base. 
To look such tenderness, and yet have none ? 

Enter Melidor ohJOrasmin. 

Mel. This letter, great disposer of the world ! 
Addressed to Zara, and in private brought. 
Your faithful guards this moment intercepted. 
And humbly offer to your sovereign eye. , 

Osm. Come nearer, give it me. — ^To Zara \ — Rise ! 
Bring it with speed — Shame on your flattering dis- 
tance ! — [Advancing^ and snatching the Letter. 
Be honest, — and approach me like a subject, 
* Who serves the prince, yet not forgets the man. 

E 
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Mel. One of the christian slaves, whom late jovr 
bounty 
Releas'd from bondage, sought, with heedful guile, 
Unnotic'd to deliver it. — Discovei^d, 
He waits, in chains, his doom from your decree. 

Osm, Leave me ! 1 tremble, as if something fatal 
Were meant me from this letter — should I read it? 

Oras. Who knows but it contains some happy truth. 
That may remove all doubts, and calm your heart ? 

Osm. Be it as 'twill — it shall be read — 
Tis done — and now, [Opens the Letter. 
Fate, be thy call obey'd Orasmin, mark 

There is a secret passage iffv/rd the mosque; 
That waif you might escape ; andy unpercevo'd^ 
Fly your observers^ and fulfil our hope ; 
Despise the danger y and depend on me, 
Who wait youy but to die^ if you deceive. 

Hell! tortures! death! and woman! — What, Oras- 
min! 
Are we awake ? Heardst thou ? Can this be Zara ? 

Oras, * Would I had lost all sense — for what I heard 
Has cover'd my afflicted heart with horror! 

Osm. Thou seest how I am treated ! 

Oras. Monstrous treason ! 
To an affront like this you cannot — must not 
Remain insensible — You, who but now, 
From the most slight suspicion, felt such pain, 
Must, in the horror of so black a guilt. 
Find an effectual cure, and banish love. 

Osm. Seek her this instant — ^go, Orasmin, fly — 
Show her this letter— bid her read and tremble : 
Then, in the rising horrors of her guilt. 
Stab her unfaithful breast, and let her die. 

Soy, while thou ^trik'st Stay, stay, return and « 

pity me; 
I wilU think first a moment — Let that christian 



SCEVB I.] ZARA. 99 

Be straight confronted with her — Stay — I will, 
I will — 1 know not what!— 'Would i were dead! 
Would I had dy'd, unconscious of this shame ! 
Oras, Never did prince receive so bold a wrong! 

Osm, See here detected this infernal secret ! 
This fountain of her tears, which my weak heart 
Mistook for marks of tenderness and pain ! 
AVhy ! wh^t a reach has woman to deceive ! 
Under how fine a veil of grief and fear 
Did she propose retirement till to-morrow ! 
And I, blind dotard ! gave the fooFs consent, 
Sooth'd her, and suffered her to go I — She parted, 
Dissolved in tears ; and parted to betray me I 

Oras. Could you, my gracious lord ! forgive my 
teal, 
You would — 

Osrh, I know it — ^thou art right — I'll «ee her — 
ril tax her in thy presence ; — V\i upbraid her — 
ni let her learn — Go — find, and bring her to me. 

Oras. Believe me, sir, your threat'uings, your com- 
plaints. 
What will they all produce, but Zara's tears. 
To quench this fancy 'd anger! Your lost heart, 
Seduc'd against itself, will search but reasons 
To justify the guilt, which gives it pain : 
Rather conceal from Zara this discovery; 
And let some trusty slave convey the letter, 
Reclos'd, to her own hand — then shall you learn. 
Spite of her frauds, disguise, and artifice^ 
The firmness, or abasement, of her soul. 

Osm, Thy counsel charms me ! 
Here, take this fatal letter — chuse a slave. 
Whom yet she never saw, and who retains 
His tryd fidelity. — Despatch — begone— 

[Exit Orasmin. 
Now, whither shall I turn my eyes and steps, 
The surest way to shun her : and give time 

For this discovering trial ? Heav'n ! she's here t 

£9 
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Enter Zara. 

So, madam ! fortune will befriend my cause. 

And free me from your fetters. — ^You are met 

Most aptly, to dispel a new ris'n doubt. 

That claims the finest of your arts to gloss it. 

Unhappy each by other, it is time 

To end our mutual pain, that both may rest : 

You want not generosity, but love; 

My pride forgotten, my obtruded throne. 

My favours, cares, respect, and tenderness, 

Touching your gratitude, provok'd regard ; 

Till, by a length of benefits besieg'd. 

Your heart submitted, and you thought 'twas love : 

But you deceived yourself, and injur'd me. 

There is,. I'm told, an object more deserving 

Your love than Osman — I would know his name: 

Be just, nor trifle with my anger : tell me, 

Now, while expiring pity struggles faint ; 

While I have yet, perhaps, the pow'r to pardon. 

Give up the bold invader of my claim. 

And let him die to save thee. Thou art known ; 

Think and resolve — While I yet speak, renounce him; 

Whilo yet the thunder rolls suspended, stay it; 

Let thy voice charm me, and recall my soul, 

That turns averse, and dwells no more on Zara. 

Zara. Can it be Osman speaks, and speaks to Zara ? 
If my heart 
Deserves reproach, 'tis for, but not from, Osman. 

Osm. What! does she yet presume to swear sincerity! 
Oh, baldness of unblushing perjury ! 
Had I not seen ; had I not read such proof 
Of her light falsehood as extinguish'd doubt, 
I could not be a man, and not believe her, 

Zara. Alas, my lord ! what cruel fears have seix'd 
you? 
What harsh, mysterious words, were those 1 heatd ? 
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Osm. What fears should Osman feel^ since Zara 
loves him? 

Zara. 1 cannot live, and answer to your voice, 
In that reproachful tone ; your angry eye 
Trembles with fury while you talk of love. 

Osm. Since Zara loves him ! 

Zara, Is it possible 
Osman should disbelieve it ? 
Can it be kind ? Can it be just to doubt me ? 

Osm, No ; I can doubt no longer — You may retire. 

[Exit Zaea. 

Enter Orasmik. 

Orasmin, she's perfidious, even beyond 

Her sex's undiscovered power of seeming; 

She's at the topmost point of shameless artifice ! 

An empress at deceiving ! 

Say, hast thou chos'n a slave ? — Is he instructed ? 

Haste, to detect her vileness and my wrongs. * 

Oras. Punctual I have obey'd your whole com- 
mand : 
But have you arm'd, my lord, your injur'd heart, 
With coldness and indifierencc ? Can you hear. 
All painless and unmov'd, the false one's shame ? 

Osm. Orasmin, I adore her more than ever. 

Oras. My lord! my emperor! forbid it, Heaven! 

Osm. I have discem'd a gleam of distant hope ; 
This hateful christian, the light growth of France, 
Proud, young, vain, amorous, conceited, rash, 
Has misconceiv'd some charitable glance, 
And judg'd it love in Zara: he alone. 
Then, has offended me. Is it her fault. 
If those, she charms, are indiscreet and daring f 
Zara, perhaps, expected not this letter ; 
And I, with rashness groundless as its writer^s, 
Took fire at my own fancy, and have wrong'd her. 
NoAv, hear me with attention — Soon as night 
Has thrown her welcome shadows o'er the palace ; 
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When this Nerestan, this ungrateful christian. 
Shall lurk in expectation near our walls, 
fie watchful that our guards surprise and seize him ; 
Then, bound in fetters, and o'erwhelmM with shame. 
Conduct the daring traitor to my presence : — 
But, above all, be sure you hurt not Zara ; 
Mindful to what supreme excess I love. 

[Exit Orasmik. 
On this last trial all my hopes depend ; 
Prophet, for once thy kind assistance lend. 
Dispel the doubts that rack my anxious breast ; 
If Zara's innocent, thy Osman's blest. [£xi/. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I. 

The SeragUo. 

Zara afi(2SELiMA. 

Zara. Sooth me no longer with this vain desire f 
To a recluse, like me, who dares henceforth 
Presume admission '—-the seraglio's shut — 
Barr'd and impassable — as death to time ! 
My brother ne'er must hope to see me more :— 
How now ! what unknown slave accosts us here? 

Enter Mei.idor, 

MeL This letter, trusted to my hands, receive, 
In jrcret witness I am wholly yours. 
* [Zara rfods ike Letter, 



^ 
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Set, [Aside.] Thou everlasting Ruler of the world ! 
Shed thy wish'd mercy on our hopeless tears ; 
Redeem us from the hands of hated infidels, 
And save my princess from the breast of Osmaq ! 
Eara. I wish, my friend, the comfort of your coun- 
sel. 
SeL Retire — ^you shall be call'd — wait near — Go, 
leave us. [Exit Melidok. 

Zara. Read this, and tell me what I ought to an- 
swer : 
For I would gladly hear my brother's voice. 

SeL Say, rather, you would hear the voice of Hea/n. 
Tis not your brother calls ypu, but your God. 

Zara.. 1 know it, nor resist, his awtul will ; 
Thou know'st that I have bound my soul by oath ; 
But can I — ought I — to engage myself, 
My brother, and the christians, in this danger? 

SeL 'Tis not their danger that alarms your fears ; 
Your love speaks loudest to yonr shrinking soul ; 
This tiger, savage in his tenderness. 
Courts with contempt, and threatens amidst softness ; 
Yet, cannot your neglected heart efface 
His fated, fix'd impression. 
But talk no more of this unhappy passion : 
What resolution will your virtue take ? 

Zara. All things combine to sink me to despair : 
From the seraglio death alone will free me. 
I'll send my brother word he may expect me. 

Call in the faithful slave God of my fathers ! 

[Exit Sbuma« 
Let thy hand save me, and thy will direct ! 

Enter Selima and Melidor. 

Go— tell the christian, who entrusted thee. 

That Zara's Heart is fix'd, nor shrinks at danger; 

And that my faithful friend will, at the hour, 

Expect, and introduce him to his wish, 

Away-— ~ [Esemit Zara and Sclima^^ 
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Enter Osmak and Orasmik. 

0«m. Swifter, ye hours, move on ; my fury glows 
Impatient, and would push the wheels of time. 
How now! What message dost thou bring? Speak 

boldly— 
What answer gave she to the letter sent her ? 

MeL She blush'd and trembled, and grew pale, and 
paused ; 
Then blush'd, and read it ; and again grew pale ; 
And wept, and smil'd, and doubted, and resolv'd : 
For after all this race of vary'd passions, 
When she bad sent me out, and call'd me back, 
^* Tell him (she cry'd) who has intrusted thee. 
That Zara's heart is fix'd, nor shrinks at danger ; 
And that my fiaithful friend, will, at the hour, 
Expect and introduce him to his wish." 

Osm. Enough — begone — I have no ear for more. — 

[Exit Melidok. 
Leave me, thou too, Orasmin. — Leave me, life. 
For ev'ry mortal aspect moves my hate : 

Leave me to my distraction 1 grow mad, 

Andjrannot bear the visage of a friend. 

Leave me to rage, despair, and shame and wrongs ; 

Leave me to seek myself, and shun mankind. 

[Ejrt^ORASMrK. 
Who am I ? — Heav'n ! Who am I ! What resolve I ? 
Zara ! Nerestan ! sound these words like names 
Decreed to join ? — Why pause I ? — Perish Zara !- 

*Woud I could tear her image from my heart! 

Twere happier not to live at all, than live 
Her scorn ! 

Enter Orasmin. 

Orasmin ! — Friend ! return ; I cannot bear 
This absence from thy reason : Twas unkind, 
*Twas cruel to obey me, thus distressed, 
And wanting power to think, when I had lost thee. 
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How goes the hour? has he appeared, this rival ? 

Perish the shameful sound ^This villain christian ! 

Has he appeared below ? 

. Oras. Silent and dark, 

Th' unbreathing world is hush'd, as if it heard^ 

And listened to your sorrows. 

Osm, Ohy treacherous night ! 
Thou lend'st thy ready veil to ev'ry treason. 
And teeming mischiefs thrive beneath thy shade. 
Hcardstthou nothing? 

Oras, My lord ! 
'Osm. A voice, like dying groans t 
Oras. I listen, but can hear nothing. 
Osm, Again ! — ^look out — he comes — 
Oras, Nor tread of mortal foot — nor voice I hear ; 
The still seraglio lies profoundly plung'd 
In deflth-like silence ! nothing stirs. — ^The air 
Is soft as infant sleep, no breathing wind 
Steals thro' the shadows, to awaken night. 
Osm, Horrors a thousand times more dark than 
"these. 

Benight my suffering soul ^Thou dost not know 

To what excess of tenderness 1 lov'd her : 
I knew no happiness, but what she gave nte ; 
Nor could have felt a misery, but for her ! 

Pity this weakness mine are tears, Orasmin, 

That fieill not oft, nor lightly. 

Oras. Tears ? — Oh Heaven ! 

Osm. The first, which ever yet unmann'd my eyes ! 

Oh ! pity Zara — ^pity me Orasmin. 

These but forerun the tears of destin'd blood ! 
. Oras, Oh ! my unhappy lord ! 1 tremble for 
you — 
Osm. Do— tremble at my sufferings, at my love ; 
At my revenge too, tremble-^— • for 'tis due. 
And will not be deluded. 

Oras, Hark I I hear 
The steps of men, along^ the neighboring wall ! 
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Osm. Fly — seize liim — ^'tis Nerestan ! Wait no 
chains ; 
But drag him down to my impatient eye. 

[Exit Orasmiit. 

Enter Zara oaJSelima, in the dark. 

Zara. Where art thou, Selima .^Give me thy hand. 
It is so djark, I tremble as I step 
With fears and startings, never felt lill now 1 

[Exeunt Zara and Selima. 
Osm. Damnation I 'tis her voice ! the well-known 
sound. 
That has so often charm'd me into baseness ! 

01), the perfidious hypocrite ! ^he goes 

To meet th' inviting infidel I now, now, 

[Draxomg a Dagger. 
Revenge, stand firm, and intercept his wishes J 
Revenge ! on ,whom ? — No matter — £larth and Hea* 

ven 
Would blush, should I forbear : now — Zara, now ! 

[Drops the Dagger. 
I must not, cannot strike ; the starting steel, 
Unwilling fiiesmy hand, and shuns to wound her 1 

Enter Zara and Selima. 

Zara, This is the private path — come nearer ; lead 
me — 
Are we not notic'd, think'st thou ! 

SeL Fearnot, madam ; 
It cannot now be long, ere we shall meet hira. 

Osm, That word has given mc back my ebbing rage. 

[Recovers the Dagger. 
Zara. I walk in terror, and my heart forebodes. 
Who's there ? — Nerestan ! Is it you ? — O welcome — • 
Osm. [Stabbing her.] This to thy heart — Tis not 
the traitor meets thee, 
Tis the betray 'd — who writes it in thy blood 1 . . 
2 
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Zara. Oh, gracious Heaven ! receive my parting 
soul, 
And take thy trembling servant to thy mercy — [Dim. 

Osm, Soul ! — then revenge has reach'd thee — I will 
now 
Haste from this fatal place — I cannot leave her 1 
Whom did I strike ? Was this the act of love ? 
Swallow me, earth ! — She's silent — Zara'sdead ! 
And should I live to see returning day, 
Twill show me but her blood ! — show me, left joyless, 
In a wide, empty world, with nothing round me. 
But penitence and pain — And yet, 'twas just ; 

Hark ! Destiny has sent her lover to me, 

To fill my vengeance^ and restore my joy ! 

Enter Orasmin mth Nerestak. 

Approach, thou wretch! thou more than curs'df 

come nea r 
Thou, who in gratitude for freedom gain'd, 
Hast giv'n me miseries beyond thy own ! 
Thou heart of hero with a traitor's soul ! 
Go — reap thy due reward, prepare to suffer 
Whatever inventive malice can inflict. 
To make thee feci thy death, and perish slow ! 
Are my commands obey'd ? 

Oras, All is prepared. 

Oim. Thy wanton eyes look round in search of 
her. 
Whose love descending to a slave like thee, 
From my dishonoured hand received her doom* 
See, where she lies! 

Ner. Oh, fatal, rash mistake ! 

Oftn. Dost thou behold her, slave ? 

Ner. Unhappy sister I 

Oam. Sister! Didst thou say, sister? If thou 

didst. 
Bless me with deafness, Heaven I 

Ner. Tyrant ! I did< 
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She was my sister All that now is left tiiee. 

Despatch From my distracted heart drain next 

The remnant of the royal christian blood : 
Old Lusignan, expiring in my arms, 
Sent his too wretched son, with his last blessing. 
To his now murder'd daughter ! 

Osm, Thy sister ! — Lusignan her father — Selima ! 
Can this be true ? 

Sel. Thy love was all the cloud, ^twixt her and 
heav'n ! 

Osm* Be dumb for thou art base, to add disf- 
traction 
To my already more than bleeding heart. 
And was thy love sincere ? — What then remains? 

Ner, Why should a tyrant hesitate on murder ! 
There now remains but mine, of all the blood 
Which, through thy father's cruel reign and thine. 
Has never ceas'd to stream on Syria's sands ! 
Restore a wretch to his unhappy race ; 
Nor hope that torments, after such a scene, 
Can force one feeble groan, to feast thy anger, 
I waste my fruitless words in empty air; 
The tyrant, o'er the bleeding wound he made. 
Hangs his unmoving eye, and heeds not me. 

Osm, Oh,Zara ! — 

Oras. Alas, my lord, return whither would 

grief 
Transport your generous heart? — ^This christian 
dog— 

Osm, Take oflf his fetters, and observe my will : 
To him and all his friends give instant liberty : 
Pour a profusion of the richest gifts 
On these unhappy christians ; and when heapM 
With vary'd benefits, and charg'd with riches. 
Give them safe conduct to thenearest port. 

Oras, But, sir 



Osm. Reply not, but obey : 



F]y nor dispute thy master's last command ; 
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Thy prince, who orders — and thy friend, who loves 

thee ! 
Unhappy warrior — ^yet less lost than I — 
Haste from our bloody land — and to thy own, 
Convey this poor, pale object of my rage. 
TKy king, and all his christians, when they hear 
Thy miseries, shall mourn them with their tears; 
But, if thou tell'st them mine, and tell'st them truly, 
They, who shall hate my crime, shall pity me. 
Take, too, this poniard with thee, which my hand 
Has stainM with blood far dearer than my own ; 
Tell them — with this I murdered her I lov'd ; 
The noblest and most virtuous among women ! 
The soul of innocence, and pride of truth : 
Tell them, I laid my empire at her feet : 
Tell them, I plung'd ray dagger in her blood ; 
Tell them, I so adored — and thus reveng'd her! 

lSt(Ufs himself. 



THE END« 
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REMARKS. 



Hie writer of this tragedy, at the end of his labour^ 
received a severe disappointment. " Gttstavus Vasa" 
bad been accepted by the managers of Drury Lane, 
in 17^9» with high expectation of its success, and had 
mea arrived at the last rehearsal, when an order caHie 
from the Lord Chamberlain's office^ to prohibit its 
performance. 

The reader will possibly observe some passages in 
tbe work, whicb will account for this mandate ; yet the 
author felt himself aggrieved, and his friends considered 
him so deeply wronged, that this play was printed, 
and the sum of one thousand pounds immediately 
raisod by its sale* 

Under these circumstances it is not probable, that 
the influence of authority was a misfortune to the dra« 
matist; on the contrary, his production was rendered 
popular by having excited opposition from the hand of 
power; and every reader was highly pleased with it as a 
literary performance ; whereas, had those very persons 
seen it in action, upon the stage, no doubt but it 
would have proved a languid, if not a dull exhibi- 
tion. 



4 REMARKB. 

In evidence of this opinion, not one of the senti- 
mentti which were formerly dreaded by government, 
can apply to the present times ; yet the play is seldom 
acted; and the re^soais^ because kjs deficient both 
of interest and incident for representation. Its greatest 
merit, then, it seems; has' been, in the giving a kind of 
seditious description of the blessing of liberty, which 
warmed the bosoms of all those, who fancied they did 
not enjoy it. But liberty, like meaner blessings, palls 
in the possession, and now, though an English audience 
still think themselves bound to applaud those sen* 
fences which boast of freedom^ long use has made its 
cha^s so familiar, that no ceremonious courtesy to 
so old an acquaintance, will make a play attractive 
which has not other requisites. 

This play should, properly, be called historical, for 
its foundation is the following page of history: — 
*' Gustavus I. King of Sweden, known by the 
•name of Gustavus Vasa, was bom in 1490. He was 
the son of Eric Vasa, Duke of Grip&holm, atid de- 
scended from the ancient kings of Sweden. Chris* 
tiern II. King of Denmark, having got Gustavus 
into his hands, in the war in which he reduced Swe- 
den, kept him several years prisoner at Copenhagen'. 
He at length made his escape, and having prevailed 
on the Dalecarlians to throw off the Danish yoke, he 
put himself at their head." Mod. Ukiv. Hist. 

At this crisis the tragedy commences, and continues 
throughout an event of much> interest, in the pi^ 



xm^f liioiiigh not conducted with dramatic forc^ or 
skHh 

Mr. Brooke, the author, being a native of irdand, 
while he resided at his paternal estate, in the county 
of <^9ll^n> wrote tome dramas for the Dublin stage ; 
but the same «pi<nt of persecution^ as he has termed 
it, pursued hiwi in Hibetnia : and an opera, entitled 
^ Jack tiie Giamt Quelle^,'' after being performed one 
night with success, was forbidden by the Lord Lieu- 
tenant, ever to be acted again. 

The love of liberty in Mr. Brooke, naturally in« 
creased the more he felt its loss ; and, from a mere 
admirer, he became an enthusiast in the cause. — 
During the rebellion in 1745, he took an active part 
in politics, and wrote the '^ Farmer's Letters" in imi> 
tation of " The DrapierV of Dean Swift, which gave 
high >ofience to the government of Ireland, whilst his 
friends declared, they only breathed the zeal of a true 
patriot. Such are the discordant sentiments of va- 
rious readers ! 

Such also are the discordant sensations of certain 
writers with certain readers, that this author, in his 
public statement of facts, relative to the Lord Cham- 
berlain's forbidding the performance of ** Gustavus 
Vasa,'' on account of its disloyal tendency, thus as- 
serts — *' I was so far from a view of merit with the 
disaffected, that I looked on this performance as the 
highest compliment I could pay to the present esta- 
blishment." 

But partial judgment, in the case of literature, can- 

Bd 
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not be better exemplified than in ^the following lines, 
extracted from a poem addressed to the author of 
^Gust^vus Vasa, by Paul Whitehead. 

/* Shakspeare's no more — ^lost was the poet's name, • 
Till thou, my friend, my genius, sprung to fame. 
Lur'd by his laurels' never-iiEuiing bloom. 
You boldly snatched the trophy from his tomb," 



I t 



DHAMATIS PERSONiE. 



gustavus 

Christiern 

Arvida 

Peterson 

Laertes 

Anderson 

SiVARD 

Arnoldvs 

Messenger 

Officer 

Christina 
Augusta 
Gustava 
Mariana 



Master Betty. 
Mr, Murray. 
Mr. Johnston. 
Mr, Brunton. 
Mr. Claremont. 
Mr. Bennett. 
Mr. Chapmtau 
Mr. Cresweli. 
Mr. Jefferies. 
Mr. Treby, 

Mrs. H. Johnston. 
Mrs. St. Ledger. 
Miss Brunt on. 
Mrs. Humphries. 



Soldiers, Peasants, Messengers, and Attend-^ 



ants. 
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GUSTAVUS VASA. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 



jRJk Inside ^f the Copper Mines in Dakcarlia. — GinsT- 
TAVUs Itfing down in the Distance. 

Enter Anderson and Arnoldus. 

And. You tell me wonders. 
Am, Soft, behold, my lord- 



[Poiuts towards Gvstavus. 
Behold him stretch'd, where reigns eternal ni^ht. 
The flint his pillow, and cold damps his cov'nng ; 
Yet bold of spirit, and robust of limb, 
He throws incleniency aside, nor fieels 
The lot of human frailty. 

And. What horrors hang around ! the savage race 
Ne'er hold their den but where some giimm'nng ray 
May bring the cheer of mom — What then is he ? 
His dwelling marks a secret in his soul, 
And whispers somewhat more than man about hinj. 

Am. Draw but the veil of his apparent wretched- 
ness. 
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And you skall find, his form is but assum'dy" 
To hoard some wondrous treasure, lodg'd within. 

And, Let him bear up to what thy praises speak 
him, 
And I will win him, spite of his reserve, 
Bind him with sacred friendshiti to my soul. 
And make him half myself. 

Am. 'Tis nobly promised ; 
For worth is rare, and wants a friend in Sweden ; 
And yet I tell thee, in her age of heroes, 
When, nurs'd by freedom, all her sons grew great, 
And ev'ry peasant was a prince in virtue ; 
I greatly err, or this abandon^ stranger 
Had stepp'd the first for fame — ^though now he seeks 
To veil his name, and cloud his shine of virtues ; 
For there is danger in them. 

And. True, Amoldus. 
Were there a prince throughout the ftCeptet^d gkib^ 
Who search'd out melit for its due pr^erment) 
With half that care our tyrant seeks it out 
For ruin, happy, happy were that state. 
Beyond the goklen fable of those pure 
And earliest ages 

And. When came this Stranger hither ? 

Am. Six moons \iz.vt changed upon the face of 
night. 
Since here he first arriv'd, in servile wettfe. 
But yet of mien ttiajestiiC. I obscrv'd hfm. 
And ever as I gaz'd, some namel^s ehuim, 
A wond rous greatness, not to be conceard. 
Broke through his form, and av/d my soul before him. 
Amid these mines he earns the hireling's portion ; 
His hands out-toil the hilid, while on hrs brO# 
Sits Patience, bath'd in the laborious drop 
Of painful industry — I oft have sought. 
With friendly tender Of some worthier service, 
To win him from his temper; but he shun6 
AH offers, yet decUu'd with gjraceful act, 
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Enga^ng beyond utterance; and at eve. 
When all retire to some domestic solace. 
He only stays, and, as you see, the earth 
Receives him to her dark and cheerless bosom. 

And, Has no unwary moment e'er betrayed 
The labours of his soul, some fav'rite grief. 
Whereon to raise conjectured 

Am, I saw, as some bold peasants late deplored 
Their country's bondage, sudden passion seis'd. 
And bore him from his seeming ease ; strait his form 
Was tum'd to terror, ruin fill'd his eye; 
And his proud step appear'd to awe the world : 
But sadness soon usurp'd upon his brow. 
And the big tear rolFd graceful down his visag^. 
And. Forbear — he rises^ — Heavens, what majesty I 

GusTAVUS comes fwxoariL 
And. Your pardon, stranger, if the voice of virtuCf 
If cordial amity from man to man, 
And somewhat that should whisper to the soul, , 
To seek and cheer the sqfiTrer, led me hither, 
Impatient to salute thee. Be it thine 
Alone to point the path of friendship out ; 
And my best poVr shall wait upon thy fortunes* 

Chut. There is a wondVous test. 
The truest, worthiest, noblest cause of friendship ; 
Dearer than life, than interest, or alliance^ 
And equal to your virtues. 

And. Say unfold. 

Gust. Art thou a soldier, a chief lord in Sweden, 
And yet a stranger to thy country's voice. 
That loudly calls the hidden patriot forth ? . 
But what's a soldier? What's a lord in Swedeh ? 
All worth is fled, or fall'n — nor has a life 
Been spared, but for dishonour; spared to breed 
More slaves for Denmark, to beget a race 
Of new-bom virgins for th' unsated lust 
Of our new masters. Sweden ! thou'rt no more { 
Queen of the North 4 thy land of liberty. 



Thy house of heroes^ and ihy seat of virtues 

Is now the tomby where thy brave sons lie speechless ;; 

Jnd. O 'tis true. 
But wherefore? To what purpose ? 

Gitst. Think of Stockholm ! 
When Christiern seizM upon the hour of peace. 
And drench'd the hospitable floor with blood ; 
Thefa tell the flow'r of Sweden, mighty names ! 
Her hoary senators, and gasping patriots ! 
The tyrant spoke, and his licentious band 
Of blood-train'd ministry were loosed to ruin* 
1 1 usband&, sons, and sires 
With dying ears drank in the loud despair 
Of shrieking chastity. Is there a cause for this •^ 
Vbr sin without temptation, calm, cool villainy. 
Deliberate mischief, unimpassion'd lust, 
And smiling murder^ lie thou there, my soul» 
Sleep, sleep upon it, image not the form . 
Of any dream but this, 'till time grows pregnant, 
And thoy canst wake to vengeance. 

And. Thou'st greatly mov'd me. Ha! thy tears 
start forth. 
Yes, let them flow, our country's fate demands them; 
But wherefore talk of vengeance ? Tis a word 
Should be engraven on the new ialln snow, 
Where the first beam may melt It from observance^ 
Vengeance on Christiern ! JNorway and the Dane^ 
The sons of Sweden, all the peopled North 
Bends at his nod : my humbler boast of pow'r 
Meant not to cope with cipwns. 

GM$t. Then what remains 
Is briefly this ; your friendship has my thanks^. 

But must not my acceptance : — no 

First sink, thou baleful mansion, to the centre ! 
And be thy darkness doubled round my head ; 
Ere I forsake thee for the bli«s of paradise, 
To be enjoy'd beneath a tyrant's sceptre ; 



SCKNB^I.] OUSTAVUd VASA», 13 

And. Nor I, while I can hold it ^ but, alas ! 
That is not in our choice^ 

Gust. Why ? where's that pow^r, whose engines are 
offeree 
To bend the brave and virtuous man to slavVy ? ' . 
He has debauchM the genius of our cpuntiy^ 
And rides triumphant, while her captive sons , 
Await his nod ! the silken slaves of pleasure, 
Or fetter'd in their fears. ' 

And^ No doubt, a base submission. to our wrongs 
May well be term'd a voluntary bondage; ^ 

But, thinks the heavy hand of pow'r is on us ; 
Of pow'r, from whose imprisonment and chains 
Not all our freeborn virtue can protect us. 

Gust. Tis there you err, for I have felt their force ; 
And had I yielded to enlarge these limbs. 
Or share the tyrant's empire, on the terms 
Which he proposed — I were a slave indeec^. 
JIKo— in the deep and poisonous damp of dungeons, 
The soul can rear her sceptre, smile in anguish, , 
And itriumph o'er oppression. 

And. O glorious spirit ! think not I am slack 
To relish what thy noble scope intends. 
But then the means, the peril, and.ths consequence 1 
Great are the odds, and who^hall dare the trial ? 

Gust, I dare. 
O wert thou still that gallant chief, 
Whom once I knew ! I cou'd unfold a purpose, 
"Would make the greatness of thy heart to swell, 
And burst in the conception. 

And. Give it utt'rance. — *You say, you know me ; 
But give a tongue to such a cause as ihis^ 
And if you hold me tardy iii the call. 
You know me not — But thee, I've surely kno^> 
For there is somewhat in that voice and form, 
Which has alarm'd my soul to recollection ; 
But 'tis as in a djream, and mocks Hiy reach. 

Gwt. Then name the roan, whom it \& dcft^tki^ Vlxw^^ ^ 

c 

j 
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Or, knowings to conceal — and I am he. 
Jnd. Guslavus ! Hcav'ns ! Tu he ! 'tia he himsdf t 

Enter Arvida, speaking to a Servant. 

Arc, I thank you, frknd, he's here, you may vii^ 
tire* [Exit Servaiit* 

And, Good morning to my noble guest, you'rs 
early ! [Gustavus walks apart. 

Arc, 1 come to take a short and hasty leave : 
^is said, that from the mountain's neighboring brow 
The canvass of a thousand tents appears, 
Whitening the vale — Suppose the tyrant there; 
You know my safety lies not in the interview—^ 
Ha ! What is he, who, in the shreds of slavery. 
Supports a step, superior to the state 
And insolence of ermine ? 

Gud. Sure that voice 
Was once the voice of friendship and Arvida! 

Arc, Ha ! Yes ^'tis he ! ^ye powers 1 it n 

Gustavus ! 

Gust, Thou brother of adoption ! In the bond 
Of ev'ry virtue wedded to my soul. 
Enter my heart : it is thy property. 

Arc, Fm lost in joy and wond'rous circumstance. 

Gust, Yet, wherefore, my Arvida, wherefore is it. 
That in a place, and at a time like this, 
Wc should thus meet? Can Christiem cease from 

cruelty ? 
Say, whence is this, my brother? How escaped you f 
Did I not leave thee in the Danish dungeon ? 

Arc, Of that hereafter." Let me view thee first. 
How graceful is the garb of wretchedness. 
When worn by virtue ! Fashions turn to folly ; 
Theii^oloui-s tarnish, and their pomps grow poor 
To her magnificence. 

Gust. Yes, my Arvida. 
Beyond the sweeping of the proudest train 
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That shades a moiiarch'« heel, I prize this humble dress. 
For it is sacred to my country's freedom. 
A mighty enterprize has been conceived, 
And thou art come auspicious to the birth. 
As sent to fix the seal of Heav'n upon it. 

Arv* Point but thy purpose — let it be to bleed— 

Guit. Your hands, my friends ! 

AU, Our hearts. 

Guit. I know they're brave. 
Of such the time has need, of hearts like yours. 
Faithful and firm, of hands inur'd and strong, 
For we must ride; upon the neck of danger. 
And plunge into a purpose big with death. 

And. Here let us kneel, and bind us to thy side. 

Gust, No, hold — ^if we want oaths to join us, 
Swift let us part, from pole to pole asunder. 
A cause like ours is its own sacrament ; 
Truth, justice, reason, love, and liberty, 
Th' eternal links that clasp the world arc in it ; 
And he, who breaks their sanction, breaks all law. 
And infinite connexion. 

Am» True, my lord. 

And, And such the force I feel. 

Arv, And I.. 

Am. And all. 

Crust, Know, then, that ere our royal Stenoa fell, 
While this my valiant cousin and myself. 
By chains and treach'ry lay detained in Denmark, 
Upon a dark and unsuspected hour 
The bloody Christiem sought to take my head. 
I escap'd. 

Led by a generous arm, and some time lay 
Concealed in Denmark. For my forfeit head 
Became the price of crowns, each port and path 
Was shut against my passage, 'till I heard 
That Stenon, valiant Stenon fell in battle. 
And freedom was no mot-e. O then what bounds 
Had pow'r to hem the desp'mte^ I oerpass'd thcnif 

g2 



Xravers'd all Sweden, thro' ten thousand foes, 
Impending perils, and sarrounding tongues. 
That from himself inquired Gustavus out. 
Witness, my country, how 1 toil'd to wake 

Thy sons to liberty ! in vain- ^for fear, 

Celd fear had seiz'd on all Here last I came. 

And shut mc from the sun, whose hateful beams ■ 
Serv'd but to show the ruins of my country. 
When here, my friends, .'twas here at length! found 
What { had left to look for, gallant spirits. 
In the rough form of untaught peasantry. 

And. Indeed they once were brave ; our Dalecarlians 
Have oft been known to curb despotic sway ; 
And, as their only wealtli has been- their liberty, 
From fdl th' unmcasur'd graspings of ambition 
They've held that gem untouch'd — tho''now 'tis fear*d — > 

Gtut. It is not feajr'd 1 say, they still shall hold 

It. 
I've search'd these men, and find them like the soil. 
Barren without, ai^d to the eye unlovely. 
But they've their minds within.; and this the day 
In which I mean to prove them. « 

Am, O Gustavus ! 
Most aptly hast thou caught the passing hour. 
Upon whose critical and fated hinge 
The state of Sweden turns. 

Gust, And to this hour 
I've therefore held me in this darksome womb, 
That sends me forth as to a second birth 
Of freedom, or thro* death to reach eternity. 
This day, return'd with ev'ry circling year. 
In thousands pours the mountain peasants forth. 
Each with his batter'd arms and rusty helm. 
In sportive discipline well train'd, and prompt 
Against the xlay of peril — ^Thus disguis'd, 
Already have I stirr'd their latent sparks 
Of slumb'ring virtue, apt as I could wish 
To warm before the lightest breath of liberty. . 
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Anu How will tbey kindle, wlien, confeas'd to view. 
Once more their lov'd GustAvus stands before ihtm^ 

Arc. It cannot Aii). 

And. It has a glorious aspect. 

Arc, Now, Sweden ! rise and re-assert thy rights, 
Or be for ever fall'n. 

And, Then be it so. 

Am. Lead on, thou arm of wax. 
To death or victory. 

Chut. Why thus, my friends, thus join'<d in such a 
cause. 
Are we not equal to a host of slaves ! 
You say, the foe's at hand — \yhy, let them come. 
Steep are our hills, nor easy of access, 
And few the hours we ask for their rec^tion. 
For I will take these rustic sons of liberty 
In the first warmth and hurry of their souls ; 
And should the tyrant then attempt our heights, 
He conies upon his fate — ^Arise, thou sun ! 
Haste, haste to rouse thee to the call of liberty. 
That shall once more salute thy morning beam. 
And hail thee to thy setting. 

Arc. Were it not worth the hazard of a life. 
To know if Christiern leads his pow'rs in person, 
And what his scope intetids? Be mine that task. 
Ev'n to the tyrant's tent I'll win my way, 
And mingle with his councils. 

Gust. Go, my friend. 
Dear as thou art, whene'er our cojuntry calls. 
Friends, sons, and sires should yield their treasure 

up. 
Nor own a sense beyond the public safety. 
But, tell me, my Arvida, ere thou goest. 
Tell mc what hand has made thy friend its debtor. 
And giv'n thee up to freedom and Gustavus ? 

Arv. Ha ! let me think of that, 'tis sure she loves 
hiiQ. [Aside. 

c 3 
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Away, thou skance and jaundic'd eye of jealousy,- 
That tempts my soul to sicken at perfection ; ' 

Away ! 1 will unfold it ^To thyself 

Arvida owes his freedom. - • 

. Gtt*^. How, my friend ? • 

Arv. Some months are pass'd, since, in the DanisM 
dungeon. 
With care emaciate, and unwholesome damps, 
Sick'ning I lay, chain'd to my flinty bed. 

And call'd on death to ease me straight a light 

Shone round, as when the ministry of Heav'n 
Descends to kneeling saints. But, Oh \ the form 
That pour'd upon my sight—— Ye angels, spcalc ? 
For yc alone are like her ; or present 
Such visions pictur'd to the nightly eye 
Of fancy tranc'd in bliss. She then approach'd. 
The softest pattern of embodied meekness, 
For pity had divinely touxrh'd her eye, 

And harmoniz'd her motions Ah, she cry'd, 

Unhappy stranger, art not thou the man, 
Whose virtues have cndear'd thee to Gustav > 

Giist, Gustavus did she say ! 

Arv, Yes. 
Loos'd from my bondsy I rose, at her command ; 
When scarce recovering speecii, I would have kneel'd, 
But haste thee, haste thee for thy lit'o, she cry'd ; 
And Oh, if e'er thy envied eyes behold 
Thy lov'd Gustavus ; say, a gentle foe 
Has giv'n thee to his finendship. 

Gust. You've much amaz'd me! is her name a se- 
cret ? 

Arv. To me it is — but you, perhaps, may guess. 

Gust, No, on my word. 

Arc. You too had your deliv'rer. 

Gust. A kind, but not a fair one — Well, my friends; 
-Our cause is ripe, and calls us forth to action. 
.Tread yc not lighter ? Swells not ev'ry breast 
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With ampler scope to take your country in, 

And breathe the cause of virtue ? Rise, ye Swedes ! 

Rise greatly equal to this hour's importance^ 

On us the eyes of future ages wait, 

And- this day's close decides our country's fate. 

[Exeunt, 



ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I* 

The Camp. 

Enter Christiern, Attendants, Spc, Peterson 

meets him, 

Christ., What from Dalccarlia ? ' 

Peter n Late last night, 
I sent a trusty slave, 
And hourly wait some tidings. 

Christ. Sure 
The wretches will not dare such quick perdition. 
I cannot think it. 

Peter. I think they will not— Tho' of old I knoV 
them, 
All born to broils, the very sons of tumult ; 
Wa«te is their wealth, and mutiny their birthright. 
And this the yearly fever of their blood, 
Their holiday of war ; a day apart, 
Totn but from peace, and sacred to rebellion. 
Oft has their battle hung uipoT\ iVi^ Vjxcjw 
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Of yon wild steep, a living cloud of miscbiefty 
Pregnant with plagues, aivd empty'd on tbe beadi 
Of many a monarch. 

Enter Arvida, gumrded^ and a Gektl£1iaii. 

Arc. Now, fate, Tm caught, and what remains k 
obvious. 

Gent. A prisoner, good my lord.^ 

Chriii, When taken ? 

Gent. Now, ev'n here, before your tent ; 
I mark'd his careless action, but his eye 
Of studied observation — then his port 
And base attire ill suiting — I inquired, 
But found he was a stranger. 

Christ. A sullen scorn 
Knits up his brow, and frowns upon our presence. 
What — ay — thou wou'dsl be thought a mystery. 
Some greatness in eclipse — W^hence art thou, slave ? 
Silent ! Nay, then — Bring forth the torture ! 
A smile ! damnation ! — How the wretch assumes 
Tlie wreck of state, the suff'ring soul of majesty ! 
What, have we no preeminence, no claim ? 
Dost chou not know thy life is in our pow'r ? 

Arc. 'Tis therefore I despise it. 

Christ. Matchless insolence! 
W^hat art thou ? speak ! 

Arv. Be sure no friend to thee ; 
For Tm a foe to tyrants. 

Christ. Fiends and fire ! — 
A whirlwind tear thee, most audacious traitor. 

Arv. Do rage and chafe, thy wrath's beneath me, 
Christiern. 
How poor thy pow'r, how empty is thy happineasy 
When such a wretch, as I appear to be, 
Can ride thy temper, harrow up thy form. 
And stretch thy soul upon the rack of passion ( 
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Christ, I will kiiow theci-^Bear him hence i 
Why, wjjat are kings, if slaves can brave us thus ? 
Go, Peterson, ,hald him to the rack — ^Tear, search 

him, 
Sting him deep.— 

[Exit Peterson with Arvida, guarded, 

£it/eril Messenoer, 

What wouMst thou, fellow ? 

Mess, O, my sovereign lord, 
I am come fast and far,'from ev'n 'till morn. 
Five times I've cross'd the shade of sleepless night, 
Impatient of thy presence.. 

Christ, Whence? 

ilfe^f. From Denmark. 
Commended from the consort of thy throne 
To speed and privacy. 
' Christ, Your words would taste of terror— 

Me^. A secret malady, my gracious liege, 
'Some factious vapour, rising from off the skirts 
Of southmost Norway, has diffused its bane, 
And rages now within the heart of Denmark. 

Christ, It must not, cannot, 'tis impossible ! 
What, my own Danes ! 

' Enifer Peterson, who kneels^ and gives a Letter, 

Christiern reads it, 

Christ, Gustavus ! 
So near us^ and in arms ! 

What's to be done ? Now, Peterson, now's the time ; 
Waken all the wonicrrous statesman in thee. 
This curs'4 Gustavus 

Invades my shrinking spirits, awes my heart, 
And sits upon my slumbers^ — All in vain 
Has he been daring, and have I beeq vigilant ; 
He still evades, the hunter,. 
And if there's pow'r in heav'n or hell, it guarfls hinu 
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His name's a host, a terror to my legions* 
And by my triple crown, I swear, Gustavus, 
rd rather meet all Europe for my foe, 
Than see thy face in arms ! 

Peter. Be calm, my liege. 
And listen to a secret big with consequence, 
That gives thee back the second man on earth 
Whose valour could plant fears around thy throne : 
Thy pris'ner 

Christ. What of him? 

Peter. The Prince Arvida. 

Ckrist. How ! 

Peter. The same. 

Christy My royal fugitive ! 

Peter. Most certain. 

Christ. Nowy then, 'tis plain who sent him hither* 

Peter. Yes. 
Pray give me leave, my lord — ^a thought comes cross 

me— 
If so, be must be ours — [Pauses* 

Your pardon for a question — Has Arvida 
E'er seen your beauteous daughter, your Christina ? 

Christ. Never — ^yes — possibly he might, that day 
When the proud pair, Gustavus and Arvida, 
Thro' Copenhagen drew a length of chain, 

And grac'd my chariot wheels. But why the 

question? 

Peter. I'll tell you — While e'en now he stood be- 
fore us, 
I mark'd his high demeanour, and my eye 
Claim'd some remembrance of him, tho' in clouds 
Doubtful and distant, but a nearer view 
Renew'd the characters efFac'd by absence. 
Yet, least he might presume upon a friendship 
Of ancient league between us, I dissembled. 
Nor seem'd to know him. — On he proudly strode. 
As who should say, back fortune, know thy diif 
tance ! 
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Thus steadily he pass'd, and mock'd his fate. 
When, lo ! the princess to her morning walk 
Came forth attended — Quick amazement seis'd 
Arvida at the sight ; his steps took root, 
A tremor shook him ; and his alter'd cheek 
Now sudden. flush'd, then fled its wonted colour. 
While with an eager and intemp'rate look, 
He bent his form, and hung upon her beauties. 

Christ. Ha ! did our daughter note him ? 

Peter, No, my lord ; 
She pass'd regardless — Straight his pride fell from hiiO^ 
And at her name he started. 
Then heaved a sigh, and cast a look to Heay'n, 
Of such a mute, yet eloquent emotion, 
lAs seem'd to say — Now, Fate, thou hast prevail'd^ 
Apd found one way to triumph o*er Arvida ! 

Christ, But whither would this lead ? 

Peter. To this, my lord 

While thus his soul's unseated, shook by passion. 
Could we engage him to betray Gustavus — 

Christ. O empty hope ! Impossible ! 
Do I not know him, and the curs'd Gustavus ^ 
Both fix'd in resolution deep as bell. . 

Peter. Ah, my liege. 
No mortal footing treads so firm in virtue. 
As always to abide the slipp'ry path, 
Nor 'deviate with the biass — Some have few, 
But each man has his failing, some defect, 
Wherein to slide temptation — Leave him to me. 

Christ. If thou canst bend this proud one to our 
purpose, 
And make the lion crouch, 'tis well — if not. 
Away at once, and sweep him from remembrance. 

Peter, Then I must promise deep. 

Christ. Ay, any thing ; outbid ambition. 

Peter, Love? — 

Christ. Ha ! Ye8*-our daughter too-*-if she com 
bribe him : 



!I4 GUftTAVUS VASA/ ' [a€T II 



But theato win him ta betray his frieiid ! 

Peter. Oir/doubt it npt^my lord — for if he lovesi 
As sure he grtatly does, I have a stratagem 
That holds the certainty of fate within it^ 
Love is a passion^ whose effects are various. 
It ever brings some chstnge upon the soul. 
Some virtue, or some vice, 'till .then unknown, 
Degrades the hero, and makes cowards valiants 

Christ. True ; when it pours upon a youthful tem- 
per, 
Open and apt to take the torrent in, 
It owns no limits, no restraint it knows, 
But sweeps all down, tho' Heaven and Hell oppose. 

lExeunt. 



SCENE II. 



A Prison 4 



Arvida discovered in Chains; Guards preparing 
Instruments of' Death and Torture.'-^He advances 
in Confusion, 

Arv. Off, off, vain cumbrance, ye conflicting 
thoughts ! 
Leave me to Heav'n. — O peace ! — It will laot be — 
Just when I rose above mortality, 
To pour her wond'rous weight of charms upon me ! 
At such a time, it was — it was too much ! — 
For ev'ry pang these tortur'd limbs shall feel. 
Descend in tenfold blessings on Gustavus! 
Yes, bless him, bless him ! Crown his hours with joy 
His head with glory, and his arms with conquest ; 
/Set his firm foot upon the neck of tyrants, 
And be his name the ba\m oC every lij), . 



« 

That breathes tliro' Sweden ! Worthiest to be styrd 
Their friend^ their chiefs their father, and. their king ! 

Peter. Unbind your prisoner. 

Aro, How ! 
: Peter. You have your liberty, 
And may depart unquestion'd. 

Are. Do not mock me. 
It is not to be thought, while power remains, 
That Christ icrn wants a reason to be cruel. 
But let him know, I wou'd not be oblig'd. 
He, who lurcepts the favours of a tyrant. 
Shares in his guilt ; they leave a stain behind them. . 

Peter, You wrong the native temper of his soul ; 
Cruel of force, but neve-r of 'election : 
Prudence compell'd him to a show of tyranny ; 
Howe'er, thpse politics are now no mofe, 
And mercy in her turn, shall shine on Sweden. 

Arc, Indeed ! it were a strange, a bless'd reverse, 
J^evoiitly to be wish'd ; but then, the cause. 
The cause, my lord, must surely be uncommon. 
May I presume ?— — - 
Perhaps a secret ? 

Peter. No or, if it were, " 

.The boldness of thy spirit claims respect, 
^nd should be answered. — Know, the only man, 
In whom our monarch ever knew repulse. 
Is now our friend ; that terror of the field, 
Th' invincible Gustavus. 

Arv. Ha ! Friend to Christiern ? — Guard thyself, 
ray heart ! [Aside. 

Nor seem to take alarm. — Why, good my lord, 
!What terror is therein a wretch proscrib'd. 
Naked of means, and distant as Gustavus ? 

Peter. There you mistake — Nor knew we till this 
hour, 

* h 
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TKe danger wm so near.— •From yonder iiill 
Me sends proposals, back'd with all the pow'n 
Of Dalecarlia, those licentious resolutes. 
Who, having nought to hazard in the wreck. 
Are ever foremost to foment a storm, 

AfV, I were too bold to question on die terms, 

Peter. No^trust me, valiant man, whoever thou ar^ 
I would do much to win a worth like tkimef 
By any act of service, or of con6dence.^«^ 
The terms Gustavus claims, indeed, are haughty; 
The freedom of his mother, and his sister, 
His forfeit province, Gothland, and the isles 
Submitted to his sceptre — —But the league. 
The bond of amity, and lasting friendships 
Is, that he claims Christina for his bride.-^ 
You start, and seem surprised. 

Arc. A sudden pain 
Just struck athwart my breast.— But say, my lord, 
I thought you nam'd Christina. ' 

Peter. Yes. 

Arc. O torture ! [AtUe, 

What of her, my good lord ? 

Peter. I said, Gustavus claim'd her for his brid& 

Arv. His bride! his wife! 
You did not mean his wife? — Do fiends feel this? 

[Aside. 
Down, heart, nor tell thy anguish I — Pray excuse me, 
Did you not say, the princess was his wife ? 
Whose wife, my lord ? 

Peter. I did not say what was, but what must be. 

Arv. Touching Gustavus, was it not ? 

Peter. The same. 

Arv* His bride ! 

Peter. I say his bnde, bis wife; his lo/d Christina t 
Christina, fancied in the very prime 
And youthful smile of nature; form'd for joys 
Unknown to mortals. You seem indispos'd. 
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Arv. The crime of constitution — Oh Gustavtis! 

[Aside. 
This is too much ! — And think you then, my lord — 
What, will the royal Christiern e'er consent 
To match his daughter with his deadliest foe ? 
Feter. What should he do? War else must be 
eternal. 
Besides, some rumours from his Danish realms 
Make peace essential here. 

Aro, Yes, peace has sweets, 
That Hybla never knew ; it sleeps on down, 
Cuird gently from beneath the cherub's wings; 
No bed for mortals — Man is warfare — All 
A hurricane within ; yet friendship stoops. 
And gilds the gloom with falsehood Undone ! un- 
done, Arvida! 

Feter» Is't possible, my lord ! the Prince Arvida ! 
My friend ! [Embraces kim* 

Arc. Confusion to the name ! [Turns, 

Peter. Why this, good Heav'n ? And wherefore 

thus disguis'd ? 
Arc. Yes, that accomplished traitor, that Gustavus j 
VThile he sat planning private scenes of happiness. 
Oh well dissembled ! He, he sent me hither ; 
My friendly, unsuspecting heart a sacrifice. 
To make death sure, and rid him of a rival. 

Peter. A rival ! Do you then love Christiem's 

daughter? 
Arv. Name her not, Peterson ; since she can't be 
mine: 
Gustavus ! how, ah ! how hast thou deceived me ! 
Who could have look'd for falsehood from thy brow f 
Whose hcav'nly arch was as the throne of virtue, 
Thy eye appeai-^d a sun, to cheer the world. 
Thy bosom truth's fair palace, and thy arms. 
Benevolent, the harbour for mankind. 
Peter. What's to be done? Believe me, valiant 
Prince, 

i> 2 
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I know not wkich most swayt me to thy interests, 
.My love to thee, or hatred to Gustavus. 

Aro. Would you then save me ? Think, coiitiive il 
quickly ! 
Lend me your troops • 'by all the powVs of ven- 
geance, 
Myself will face this terror of the North, 
This son of fame — this — O, Gustavus — What? 
Where had I wandcr'd ? — Stab my bleeding country^ 
Save, shield me from that thought! 

Peter, Retire, my lord ; 
For, fee, the Princess comes ! 

Aro, Where, where ? 
Ha ! Yes, she comes indeed ! her beauties drive 
Time, place, and truth, and circumstance before 

them ! 
Perdition pleases there — pull— tear me from her I 
.Yet must I gaze — but one — but one look more, 
.And I were lost for ever. [ExemU 



SCENE III. 

An Apartment in CHRisTXEitN's Palace, 

Enfer Christina and Mariana* 

: Ckristma. Forbid it, shame ! Forbid it virgin mo- 
desty ! 
No; no, my friend, Gustavus ne'er shall know it. 
^.O I am over-paid with conscious pleasure ; 
The sense but to have sav'd that wond'rous man. 
Is still a smiling cherub in my breast. 
And whispers peace within. 
Mar. ^Tia strange, a man, of his high note and coih 
J sequence. 
Should so evade the busy search of thousands; 
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That six long inoaths, have ihxkt him from inquiry. 
And not an eye can trace him to his covert. 

Ckristwa. Once 'twas not so, each infant lisp'd, Gus- 
tavus ! 
It was the fav'rite name of evVy languflgge. 
His slightest motions fill'd the world with tidinp ; 
Wak'd he, or slept, fame watch'd th' important honr. 
And nations told it round. 

Mar. Madam, I've heard, that when 
Gustavus lay detained in Denmark, 
Your jroyal iiather sought the hero's fvicndshlp, 
And offered ample terms of peace and amity. 

Christina. He did ; he oifer'd that, ray MariuML, 
For which contending monarchs su'd in vain ; 
He offered me, his darling, his Christijm; 
But I was sli^ted, slighted by a captive, 
Tho' kingdoms swellM my dower. 

Msr* Aroafeement fix me i 
Rejected by Gustavus ! 

Ckriitma. Yes, Mariana; but rejected nobly. 

Not worlds could win him to betray his country 1 
Had he tx>asentcd« I had then despis'd him. 
What's all the gaudy glitter of a crown ? 
What, but the glaring meteor of ambition, 
That leads a wretch benighted in his errors, 
Points to the gulf, and shines upon destruction. 

Mar. You wrong your charms, whose pow'r might 
reconcile 

Things opposite in Nature Had he seen you ? — 

. CknMtMi, m tell thee ■ Yet while inexpert of 

years, 
I heard of bloody ipoils, the waste of war^ 
And dire conilictkig man ; Gustavus' name 
Superior rose, still dneadful in the tale : 
Then first be seie'd my infancy of soul, 
As somewhat fabled of gigantic fierceness, 
Too huge &r any Ibrm ; he scared my sleep, 

d3 
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And fiird my young idea. Not the boast 
Of all his virtues (graces only known 
' To him, and heav'nly natures !) could erase 
The strong impression, 'till that wond'rous day 
In which he met my eyes. 
What then was my amazement ! he was chatn'd. 
Was chain'd ! like the robes 
Of coronation, worn by youthful kings, 
He drew his shackles. The Herculean nerve 
Brac*d hb young arm ; and soften'd in his cheek 
Liv'd more than woman's sweetness ! Then his eye ! 
His mien ! his native dignity ! He look'd, 
As'tho' he led captivity in chains, 
And we were slaves around. 

Mar, Did he observe you ? 

Christina, He did: for, as I trembled, look'd and 
sigh'd, 
His eyes met mine ; he fix'd their glories on me. 
Confusion thrill'd me then, and secret joy, 
Fast throbbing, sitole its treasures from my heart. 
And, mantling upward, turn'd my face tO' crimson. 
I wish'd — but did not dare to look — he gaz'd ; 
When sudden, as by force, he turn'd away. 
And would no more behold me. 

Enter Laertes. 

Laer. Ah, bright imperial maid f my royal mis- 
tress ! 

Christina. What wou'dst thou say ? Thy looks speak 
terror to me. 

Laer, Oh, you are ruin'd, sacri^c'd^ undone ! 
I heard it all ; your cruel, cruel father, 
Has sold you, giv'n you up a spoil to treason, 

The purchase of the noblest blood on earth 

Gustavus ! 

Christina, Ah \ WVval o^ Vvviiv^, V^Vkwe^.^'^WtKi v^ W- * 



Itoer, In Dalecarlia, on some great design, 
Doom'd in an hour to fall by faithless hands : 
His friend, the brave, the false, deceived Arvida, 
'EVn now prepares to lead a band of ruffians 
Beneath the winding covert of the hill, 
And seize Gustavus, obvious to the snares 
Of friendship's fair dissemblance. And your father 
Has vow'd your beauties to Arvida's arms, 
The purchase of his falsehood. 

Christina.' Shield me, Heav'n ! 
Is there no lett, no means of quick prevention ? 
^ Laer, Behold my life, still chained to thy direc- 
tion, ; 
3Iy will shall have a wing for ev'ry word, 
Tliat breathes thy mandate. 

Christina, Will you, good Laertes? 
Alas I I fear to overtask thy friendship. 
Say, will you save me then — Oh go, haste, fly 1 

Acquaint Gustavus if, if he must fall, 

Jjet hosts that hem this single lion in. 

Let nations hunt him down ^let him fall nobly. 

Laer. I go, and Heav'n direct me to him ! [Exit* 

Christina. Ye pow'rs ! if deaf to all the vows I 
make. 
Yet shield Gustavus, for Gustavus' sake ; 
Protect his virtues from a faithless foe. 
And save your only image left below, [Exeunt, 
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ACT THE THIRI>. 



Mountains of Daleca&lia. 

EfHttr OtTSTAvrs ^ a Peasani ; Siv AftD ^md Dale* 

" CAVLLiAVi foUowing. 

Gust. Ye men of Sweden, wherefore are ye comt? 
See ye not yonder, how the locusts 5warm, 
To drink the fountains of your honour up^ 
And leave your hills a desert — Wretched men ! 
Why came ye forth ? Is this a time for Sipcrt ? 
Or are ye met with song and jovial feasts 
To welcome your new guests, your Danish visitants? 
To stretch your supple necks beneath their feet, 
And fawning lick the dust ? — Go, go, my country- 
men. 
Each to your several mansions, trim them out. 
Cull all the tedious earnings of your toil, 
To purchase bondage — Bid your blooming daughten, 
And your chaste wives, to spread their bed& with 

softness ; 
Then go ye forth, and with your proper hands 
Conduct your masters in ; conduct the sons 

Of lust and violation O, Swedes ! Swedes ! 

Heav'ns ! are ye men, and will ye sufier this ? 
There was a time, my friends, a glorious time ! 
When, had a single man of your forefathers 
Upon the frontier met a host in arms. 
His courage scarce \vaA \,mxtv*A% V\\TOself had stood. 
Alone, had stood tVie bxA^JwV olXxv^ c.<i\a!te^. 



9CENE I.] QUSTAVWS VASA* ^, 

Come, come ye on thT?n : Here I take my stand ! 
Here on the brink, the very verge of liberty ; 
Althoi^h contention rise upon the clouds, 
Mix heav'n with earth, and roll the ruin onward; 
Here will I fix, and breast me to the shock. 
Till J, or Denmark fall. 

Siv. And who art thou, 
Th^t thus wou'dst swallow all the glory up. 
That should redeem the times ? Behol.d this breast. 
The sword has tilFd it; and the stripes of slaves 
Shall ne'er trace honour here ; shall never blot 

The fair inscription Never shall the cords 

.Of Danish insolence bind down these arms. 
That bore my royal master from the field. 

Gust, Ha ! Say you, brother ? Were you there-* 
Oh, grief! 
Where liberty and Stenon fell together ? 

Siv. Yes, I was there— — A bloody field it was. 
Where Conquest gasp'd, and wanted breath to tell 
Its o'er-toiFd triumph* There our bleeding king. 
There Stenon on this bosom made his bed, 
Aiid rolling back his dying eyes upon me ; 
Soldier, he cried, if e'er it be thy lot 
To see my .valiai;^ cousin, great Gustavus, 
Tell him — for once, that I have fought like him, 

^nd would like him have 

Conquer'd. 

Gust. Oh, Danes ! Danes ! 
You shall weep blood for this. Shall they not^ bro- 
ther ? 
Yes, we will deal our might with thrifty vengeance, 
A life for ev'ry blow, and, when we fall, 
There shall be weight in't; like the tott'ring tow'rs. 
That draw contiguous ruin, 

Siv. Brave, brave ;nan ! 

My spul admires thee By my father'^ s^vnl^ 

J would Dot barter such ^ deatVv a& vKx^ 
For imtifortalily I Nor we alone 
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Here be the trusty gleanings of that fidd. 

Where last we fought for freedom ; here's rich po* 

vferty, 
Tho' wrapp'd in rags, my fifty brave Companions; 
Who thro' the force of fifteen thousand roes 
Bore off their king, and siav'd his great remains. 

Gust Why, Captain, 
We could but die alone, with these we'll conquer. 
My fellow lab'rers too — —What say ye, friends f 
Shall we not strike for't? 

Siv. Death ! Victory or death ! 

JIL No bonds ! no bonds ! 

Am, Spoke like yourselves — Ye men of Dak- 
cariia. 
Brave men and bold ! Whom ev^ry future ege 
Shall mark for wond'rous deeds, achievements won 
From honour's dang'rous summit, warriors all ! 
Say, might ye chuse a chief — 
Speak, name the man, 
Who then should meet your wish ? 

Siv. Forbear the theme. 
Why wou'dst thou seek to sink us with the weight 
Of grievous recollection ? Oh, Gustavus ! 
Could the dead wake, thou wert th«: man. 

Gustn Didst thou know Gustavus ? 

Siv, Know him ! Oh, Heav'n ! what ehe, who else 
was worth 
The knowledge of a soldier? That great day. 
When Christiem, in his third attempt on Sweden, 
Had suram'd his pow'rs, and weigh'd the scale of 

fight: 
On the bold brink, the very push of conquest, 
Gustavus rush'd, and bore the battle down ; 
In his full sway of prowess, like Leviathan 
That scoops his foaming progress on the main. 
And drives the shoals along — ^forward I sprung, 
All emulous, and lab'ring to attend him ; 
Fear fled before, t)ehind him rout grew loud, 
2 
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And distant wonder gaz'd*-*At length he turned. 

And having ey'd me with a wond'rous look 

Of sweetnew mix'd with glory — Grace inestimable ! 

He pluckM this bracelet from his conquering arm. 

And bound it here — My wrist seem'd treble iici*v*d ; 

My heart spoke to him, and I did such deeds 

As best might thank him — But from that blessed daj 

I never saw him more — ^yet still to thit^ 

I bow, as to the relics of my saint : 

Each morn I drop a tear on e/ry bead, 

Count all the glories of Gustavus o'er. 

And think I still behold him. 

Gust. Rightly thought ; 
For so thou dost, my soldier. 
Behold your general, 

Gustavus ! come once more to lead yon on 
To laureVd victory, to fame, to freedom ! 

Sh). Strike me, ye pow'rs !-— It is illusion all ! 
It cannot-— ^It is, it is ! 

[Falls tmd embraces his Knee$, 

Crttst^ Oh, speechless eloquence ! 
Rise to my arms, my friend. 

Svo. Friend ! said you friend } 
O, my heart's lord ! my conqueror ! my— — 

Gust, Approach, my fellow soldiers, your Outta^ 
vus 
Claims no precedence here. 
Haste, brave men ! 

Collect your friends, to join us on the instant ^ 
Summon our brethren to their share of conquest, 
And let loud echo, from her circling hilis, 
Sound freedom, till the undulation shake 
The bounds of utmost Sweden. 

[Exeunt Dalbcarlians, shoutings 

Enter Laertes. 

Laer. Thy presence nobly speaks the man I wish, 
Gustavus. 
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Gt0t* Thou hast a hostile garb ; 
Ha I say — art thou" Laertes ? If I err not. 
There is a friendly semblance. in that face^ 
Which answers to a fond impression here. 

And telb me Tm thy debtor . 

Laer. No, valiant prince, you over-rate my service, 
There is a worthier object of your gratitude, 
Whom yet you know not — Oh, I have to tell — 
But then, to gain your credit, must unfold 

What haply should be secret Be it so ; 

You are all honour. 

Gust. Let me to thy mind. 
For thou hast wak'd my soul into a thought 
That holds me*all attention, 

Laer. Mightiest man ! 
To me alo^e you iield yourself obliged 

For life and liberty Had it been so, 

I wet^ most bless'd M^ith retribution just 

To pay thee for my own -For on the day 

When by your arm the mighty Thraccs fell. 

Fate threw me to your sword — You spar'd my youth. 

And, in the very whirl and rage of fight, 

Your eye was taught compassion — from that hour 

I vow'd my life the slave of your rememb'rance ; 

And often, as Christina, heav nly maid ! < 

The mistress of my service, questioned me 

Of wars and vent'rous deeds, my tidings came 

Still freighted with thy name, until the day 

In which yourself appear'd^ to make praise speech* 

less, 
Christina saw you then, and on your fate 
Dropped a kind tear ; and when your noble scorn 
" Of proffered terms provok'd her father's rage 
To take the deadly forfeit ; she, she only. 
Whose virtues watch'd the precious hour of mercy. 
All trembling, sent my secret hand to save you ; 
Wlicriv through a pass unknown to all your keepers, 
I led you forth and gave you to your liberty. 

1 
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Chist. Oh, I am sunk^ o'erwhelm'd with wond'rous 
goodness ! 
But were I rich and free as open mines, 
That teem their golden wealth upon the world. 
Still I were poor, unequal to her bounty. 
Nor can I longer doubt livhose gen'rous arm 
In my Arvida, in my friend's deliverance, 
Gave double life, and freedom to Gustavus. 

Laer, A fatal present ! Ah, you know him not ; 
Arvida is misled, undone by passion ; 
False to your friendship, to your trust unfaithful. 

Gust. Ha ! hold ! 

Laer, I must unfold it. 

Crust. Yet forbear : 
This way — I hear some footing — pray you, soft — 
If thou hast aught to urge against Arvida, 
The man of virtue, tell it not the wind ; 
Lest slander catch the sound, and guilt should 
triumph. [Exeunt. 

/ 

SCEKE II. 

Mountains of Daiecc^rlia. 
Enter Arvida, speaking to a Messbnoer. 

Arc. He's here bear back my orders to your 

fellows. 
That not a man, on peril of his life, 
Advance in sight 'till call'd. 

Mess. My lord, I will. [Esit. 

Arv. Have I not vow'd it, faithless as he is. 
Have I not vow'd his fall ? Yet, good Heav'n ! 
Why start these sudden tears? On, on I must, 
For I am half way down the dizzy steep. 
Where my brain turns— A draught of Lethe npw— 
Oh, that the world would sleep — to wake no more! 
Or that the name of friendship bore no charm 



38 GUSTAVUS VA«A. [ACt III. 

To make my nerve unsteady, and this steel 
Fly backward from its task ! it shall be done« — 
Empire ! Christina ! tho' th' afirighted sun 
Start back with horror of the direful stroke. 
It shall be done. Ha ! he comes ! 
How steadily he looks, as Heaven's own book,^ 
The leaf of trtith, were open'd on his aspect t 
Up, up, dark minister— -his fate calb otit 

[Puts up the Dagger. 
To nobler execution ; for he comes 
In opposition, singly^ man to man, 
As tho' he brav'd my wish. 

Enter Gustavus. 

[2%ey look for some Time on each other; Ar- 
viDA lays his* Hand on his Szoordy and 
withdraws it by Turns; then advances irreso- 
lutely. 

Gust. Is it then so ? 

Arc. Defend thyself. 

Crust, No strike 

I would unfold my bosom to thy sword, 

But that I know, the wound you gire this breast 

Would doubly pierce thy own. 

Arv. I know thee not 

It is the tkne's eclipse, and what should be 
In nature, now is nameless. 

Gust, Ah, my brother ! 

Arv, What would'st thou ? 

G-ust, Is it thus we two should meet f 

Arv. Art thou not false ? Deep else, Oh, deep in- 
deed, 
Were my damnation. 

Gttst, Dear, unhappy man ! 
My heart bleeds for thee. False I'd surely been. 
Had I like thee been tempted. 
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jirv.. Ha ! Speak, speak, 
Didst thou not send to treat with Christiern ? 

Gust. Never. 
I know thy error, but I know the arts, 
The frq,uds, the wiles, that practised on thy virtue ; 
Firm how you stood, and tow'r'd above mortality ; 
Till in the fond unguarded hour of love, 
The wily undermining tempter came, 
And won thee from thyself — a moment won thee — 
For still thou art Arvida, still the man 
On whom thy country calls tor her deliv'rance. 
Already are her bravest soqs in arms, [Shouts 

Mark how they shout, impatient of our presence. 
To lead them on to a new life of liberty, 
To name, to conquest — Ha ! Hcav'n guard my bro- 
ther! , 
Thy cheek tprns pale, thy eye jookt wild upon me ; 
"Wilt thou not answer ipe ? 

j4rv. Gustavus ! 

Gust, Speak, 

j4rD. Have I not dream'd f 

Gust. No other I esteem it. 
Where lives the man^ whose reason slumbers not ? 
Still pure, still blameless, if, at wonted dawn. 
Again he wakes to virtue. 

Arc. Oh, my dawo 
Must soon be dark. Confusion dissipates. 
To leave me worse confounded, 

Crust, Think no more on't. 
Come to my arms, ihou dearest of mankind ! 

Arc, Stand off! Pollution dwells within my touch. 
And horror hangs around me — Cruel man ! 
Oh, thou hast doubly damn'd me with this goodness ; 
For resolution held the deed as done ; 
That now must sink me — Hark ! I'm summoned hence, 
My audit opens ! Poise me ! for 1 stand 
Ppon a spire, against whose sightless base 
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Hell breaks his wave beneath. Down, down I dare not, 
And up I cannot look, for justice fronts me. — 
Thou shalt have vengeance, tho' my purpling blood 
Were nectar for Heaven's bowl, as warm and rich, 
As now 'tis base, it thus should pour for pardon. 

[GusTATus catches his Amiy and in the Strug" 
gle the Dagger faUs. 

Guit, Ha! hold, Arvida No, I will not lose 

thee 

Forbid it Heav'n ! thou shalt not rob me so ; 
No, I will stru^le with thee to the last. 
And save thee from thyself. Oh, answer me! 
Wilt thou forsake me ? Answer me, my brother. 

Arv. Expose me, cage me, brand me for the tool 
Of crafted villains, for the veriest slave. 
On whom the bend of each contemptuous brow 
Shall look with loathing. Ah, my turpitude 
Shall be the vile comparative of knaves 
To boast and whiten by ! 

Gust, Not so, not so. 
He, who knows no fault, knows no perfection. 
The rectitude, that Heav'n appoints to man. 
Leads on through error ; and the kindly sense 
Of having stray 'd, endears the road to bliss ; 
It makes HeavVs way more pleasing ! O my brother, 
Tis hence a thousand cordial charities 
Derive their growth, their vigour, and their sweet- 
ness. 
This short lapse 

Shall to thy future foot give cautious treading. 
Erect and firm in virtue. 

Arc* Give me leave. \Cffers to pass. 

Gust. You shall not pass. 

Aro. I must. 

Gust. Whither? 

Arv. I know not O Gustavus ! 

Gust. Speak. 



8CSNS li*} GUSTAVUS VA8A. '*, 41 

Arc* You can't forgive me. 

Gust Not forgive thee ! 

Arv. No. 
Ix>ok there. [Paints to the Dagger. 

And yet, when I resolved to kill thee 
I could have died — indeed I could — for thee, 
I CQuld have died, Gustavus ! 

Gust. Oh, I know it. 
A gen'rous mind, though sway'd a while by passion, 
Is like the steely vigour of the bow, 
Still holds its native rectitude, and bends 
But to recoil more forceful. Come, forget it. 

Enter Siyabd. 

$iv. My lord, as now I pass'd the mountain's brow, 
I spy'd some men, whose arms, and strange attire, 
Give cause for circumspection. 

G%tst. Danes, perhaps; 
Haste, intercept their passage to the camp. 

[Exit SiVA^D. 
Arv. Those are the Danes, that witness to my 

shame« 
Chisf. Perish th' opprobrious term ! not so, Arvida; 
Myself will be the guardian of thy fame ; 
Trust me, 1 will — But see, our friends approach-^Oh, 

clear. 
While I attend them, clear that cloud, my brother. 
That sits upon the morning of thy youth. 

Enter Andersok, Arkoldus, Sivard, Officers^ 
. , &c. 

And. Let us all see him ! 

Gust. Amazement, I perceive, hath fill'il your hearts, 
And joy for that your lost Gustavus, 'scap'd 
Through wounds, imprisonments, and chains, and 
deaths, 

X3 
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Thus sudden, thus unlook'd for, stands before ye. 
As one escap'd from cruel hands I come, 
From hearts that ne'er knew pity; 
And know no music but the groans of Sweden. 
Yet, not for that my sister's early innocence, 
And mother's age now grind beneath captivity ; 
Nor that one bloody, one remorseless hour 
Swept my great sire, and kindred from my side ; 
For them Gustavus weeps not ; 
But, O great parent, when I think on thee ! 
Thy numberless, thy nameless, shameful infamies, 
My widow'd country ! Sweden ! wheq I think 

Upon thy desolation, spite of rage 

And vengeance that would choke them — tears wil( 
flow. 

And. Oh, they are villains, ev'ry Dane of them^ 
Practis'd to stab and smile ; to stab the babe, 
That smiles upon them. ' • * 

Arn. What accursed hours 
Roll o'er those wretches, who, to fiends like these, 
In their dear liberty have barter'd more 
Than worlds will rate for ? 

Gust, O liberty, Heav'n's choice prerogative f 
True bond of law, thou social soul of property. 
Thou breath of reason, life of life itself! 
For thee the valiant bl<ed, O sacred liberty ! 
Wing'd from the summer's snare, from flatt'ring ruin, 
Like the bold stork you seek the wint'ry shore. 
Leave courts, and pomps, and palaces to slaves, 
Cleave to the cold, and rest upon the storm. 
Upborn by thee, my soul disdain'd the terms 

Of empire are ye not at the hands of tyrants ? 

Are ye not mark'd, ye men of Dalccarlia, 

Are ye not mark'd by all the circling world 

As the last stake ; what but liberty. 

Through the fara'd course of thirteen hundred yearSj^ 

Aloof hath held invasion from your hills, 

And sanctify'd their shade ? — ^And will ye, will ye 



SCENE II.] 6USTAVUS VASA. 43 

Shrink from the hopes of the expecting world } 
Bid your high honours stoop to foreign insult, 
And in one hour give up to infamy 
The harvest of a thousand years of glory ? 

jind. Die all first ! 

Gust. Yes, die by piecemeal ! *' 

]Leave not a Jimb o'er which a Dane may triumph ! 
IJow from my soul I joy, I joy, my friends, 
To see ye fear'd ; to see, that ev'n your foes 
Bo justice to your valours I — ^There they be, 
The pow'rs of kingdoms, summ'd in yonder host, 
Yet kept aloof, yet trembling to assail ye. 
And, Oh, when I look round and see you here. 
Of number short, but prevalent in virtue. 
My heart swells high, and burns for the encounter , 
True courage l)ut from opposition grows ; 
And what are (ifly, what a thousand slaves, 
Match'd to the sinew of a single arm 
That strikes for liberty ? that strikes to save 
His fields from fire, his infants from the sword, 
His couch from lust, his daughters from pollution ; 
And his large honours from eternal infamy ? 
What doubt we then P Shall we, shall we stand here ! 
Let us OB ! 

Oh, yes, I read your lovely fierce impatience ! 
You shall not be withheld ; we will rush on them — 
This is- indeed to triumph. 

And, On, lead us on, Gustavus ; one word more 
Is but delay of conquest. 

Gust. Take your wisht 
He, who wants arms, inay grapple with the foe. 
And so be furnish'd. You, most noble Anderson, 
Divide our pow'rs, an4 with the fam'd Olaus 
Take the left route — You, Eric, great in. arms ! 
With the renown'd Nederbi, hold the right, 
And skirt the forest down ; then wheel at once, 
Confessed to view, and close upon the vale : 
Myself, and my most valiant co\^w Vq\^ 
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Th' invincible Arvida, gallant Sivard, 
Arnold us, and these hundred hardy veterans. 
Will pour directly on, and lead the onset. 
Bold are our hearts, and nervous are our hands. 
With us, truth, justice, fame and freedom close, 
Each, singly equal to an host of foes. 
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SCENE I. 

The Palace^ 
Enter Christiern, Christina, Mariai^ a, and 

P£T£R30Np 

C/tristina, I heard, it was your royal pleasure, sir, 
I should attend your highness. 

Christ. Yes, Christina, 
But business interferes. 

[Exeunt Christina and Mam^iana. 

Enter an Officer. 

Off. My sovereign liege ! 
Wide o'er the western shelving of yon hill^ 
We think, though indistinctly, we can spy, 
Like men in motion mustering on the heath ; 
And th^e is one, who saith he can discern 
A few of martial gesture, and bright arms, 
Who this way bend their action. ^ 

Christ. Friends, perhaps, 
For foes it were too danu%--tt»&\aV5aftfc^^^te.rson, 
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Detach a thousand of our Danish horse 
To rule their motions — we will out ourself. 
And hold our pow'rs in readiness — Lead on. 

[Exeunt^ 

SCENE II. 

• 

Another Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter Christina and Mariana. 

Mar. Ha! did you mark, my princess, did you 
mark? 
Shou'd some reverse, some wond'rous whirl of fate 
Once more return Gustavus to the battle, 
Kew nerve his arm, and wreathe his brow with con- 
quest ; 
Say, would you not repent that e'er you sav'd 
This dreadful man, the foe of your great race ; 
Who pours impetuous in his country's cays? 
To spoil you of a kingdom ? 

Christina. No, my friend. 
Had I to death, or bondage, sold my sire. 
Or had Gustavus on our native realms 
Made hostile inroad ; then, my Mariana, 
Had I then sav'd him from the stroke of justice, 
I should not cease my suit to Heav'n for pardon. 
But if, though in a foe, to reverence virtue. 
Withstand oppression, rescue injur'd innocence, ■ 
Step boldly in betwixt my sire and guilt, 
And save my king, my father, from dishonoui*; 
If this be sin, I have shook hands with penitence. 
First perish crowns, dominion, all the shine 
And transcience of this world, ere guilt shall serve 
To buy the vain incumbrance. 
Blasted be that royalty. 
Which murder must make sure, and crimes inglo- 

rious ! 
The bulk of kingdoms, nay, the world is light, 
When guilt weighs opposite — Oh, wou'd to Hea/n^ 
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The loss of empire wou'd restore his innocence, 
Restore the fortunes, and the precious lives 
Of thousands falFn the victims of ambition ! 



Enter Laertes. 

Does he live? 

Laer, He does. 
But death, ere night, must fill a long account;^; 
The camp, the country's in confusion : war, 
And changes ride upon the hour that hastes 
To intercept my tongue — I else couM^ell 
Of virtues hitherto beyond my keif; 
Courage, to which the lion st6ops his crest, 
Yet grafted upon qualities as soft 
As a rock'd infant's meekness ; such as tempts 
Against my faith, my country, and allegiance. 
To wish thee speed, Gustavus. 

Christina, Then you found him ! 

Laer. I did: and wam'd him, but in vain; for 
death 
To him appear'd more grateful than to find 
His friend's dishonour. 

Christina, Give me the manner — quick — soft, good 
Laertes! 

Enter Christiern, Peterson, Danes, Spc. 

Christ, Damn'd! double traitor! O curs'd, false 
Arvida ! 
Guard well the Swedish prisoners. 
Stand to your arms — Bring forth the captives there ! 

Enter Augusta and Gustava guarded. 

Pet. My liege 

Christ, Away! 
Fortune ! we will not trust the changeling more ; 
But wear her girt upon our armed loins, 
Or pointed in our gvasp. 
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Enter an Officer. 

Of. The foe's at hand. 
With gallant shpw your thousand Danes rode forth, 
But shall return no more ! — I marked the action, 
A band of desp'rate resolutes rush'd on them, 
Scarce numbering to a tenth, and in midway 
They clos'd ; the shock was dreadful, por your Danes 
Could bear the madding charge ; a while they stood ; 
Then shrunk, and broke, and turn'd — When, lo, he- 
hind, 
Fast wheeling from the right and left, there pour'd, 
Who intercepted their return, and caught 
Within the toil they perish'd. 

Christ 'Tis Gustavus ! 
Ko mortal else, not Ammon's boasted son, 
^ot Caesar would have dar'd it. Tell me, say, 
What numbers in the whole may they amount to f 

Off", About five thousand, 

Christ. And no more ? 

Cff. No more. 
That yet appear. 

Christ, We count six times their sum. 

Haste, soldier, take a trumpet, tell Gustavus 
We have of terms to offer, and would treat 
Touching his mother's ranspm ; say, her death, 
Suspended by our grace, but waits his answer. 

[Exit Officer. 
Madam, it should well suit with your authority, 

[To Augusta. 

To check this frenzy in your son Look to it. 

Or, by the saints, this hour's your last of life ! 

^vg. Come, my Gustava, come, my little captire,- 
We shall be free ; 

And I will give thee to thy father's fondness. 
And to the arms of all thy royal race 
In Heav'n ; who sit on thrones, with loves and joySf 
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Christ. Is this my answer ? 
Come fortbi ye ministers of death, come forth^ 

Enter RTtf'fians, who seize Augusta and Gustava, 

Pluck them asunder ! We shall prove you, lady! 

Christina, 'Ah ! I can hold no longer. Royal ur. 
Thus on my knees, and lower, lower still 

Christ, My child ! what mean you ? 

Christina. O my gracious father ! 
Kill, kill me rather — let me perish first ; 
But do not stain the sanctity of kings 
With the sweet blood of helpless innocence. 

Augusta. Ha ! who art thou. 
That look'st so like the 'habitants of heav'n, 
Like mercy sent upon the morning's blush. 
To glad the heart, and cheer a gloomy world 
With light 'till now unknown ? 

Christ, Away, they come, 
ril hear no more of your ill-tim'd petitions. 

Christina. Oh yet for pity ! 

Christ. I will none on't, leave me. 
Pity ! it is the infant fool of nature : 
Tear off her hold, and bear her to her tent. 

[Exeunt Christina, IVIariana, Laertjks, 
flWfl? Attendants. 

Enter an Officer. 

Off. My liege, Gustavus, though with much re- 
luctance, 
Consents to one hour's truce. His soldiers rest 
Upon their arms, and folio w'd by a few, 
He comes to know your terms. 

Christ, I see. 
Be ready, slaves, and, on the word, 
plunge deep your daggers in their bosoms. 

^Points to Augusta. 
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Enter Gustavus, Arvida, Anderson, Arnol- 

DUS, SiVARD, ^C. 

Hold ! 

Gust. U^ ! 'tis, it is my mother 1 

Christ. Tell me, Gustavus, tell me why is this? 
That, as a stream diverted from the banks 
Of smooth obedience, thou hast drawn those meo 
Upon a dry unchanneird enterprize, 
To turn their inundation? — ^Are the lives 
Of my misguided people held so light, 
That thus thou'dst push them on the keen rebuke 
Of guarded majesty. 

Look round, unmly boy, thy battle comes 
Like raw, disjointed must'ring ; feeble wrath ! 
A war of waters borne against the rock 
Of our firm continent, to fume, and chafe, 
And shiver in the toil. 

Gust. Mistaken man! 
I come impo^er'd, and strengthened in thy weakness* 
For tho' the structure of a tyr^-nt's throne 
^ise on the necks of half the sufTring world ; 
fear trembles ii\ the cement : 

Christ. Gustavus, would'st thou yet return to grace, 
And hold thy motions in the sphere of duty. 
Acceptance might be found, 

Gttst. Imperial spoiler ! 
Give me my father, give me back my kindred, 
Give me the fathers of ten thousand orphans. 
Give me the sons, in whom thy ruthless sword 
Has left our widows childless : mine they were, • 
Bort mine, and ev'ry Swede's, whose patriot breast 
Bleeds in his country's woundings ! O thou canst not [ 
Give me then. 

My all that's left, my gentle mother th«re, 
And spare yon little trembler ! 

Chmt. Yes, on terms 
Of compact, a])d subnoission. 
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Gust. Ha ! with thee ? 
Compact with thee ! and mean'st thou for my country ? 
For Sweden ! No— so hold my heart but firm, 
Altho' it wring for't ; tho' blood drop for tears, 
And at the sight my straining eyes start forth 
They both shall perish first. 

Christ, Slaves, do your office. 

Gust, Hold yet, — ^Thou canst not be so damn'd ? 
my momer ! 
I dare not ask thy blessing — Where's Arvida ? 
Where art thou ? Come, my friend, thou'st known 

temptation — 
And therefore best canst pity, or support me. 

Arc. Alas ! I shall but serve to weigh thee down- 
ward. 
To pull thee from the dazzling, sightless height, 
At which thy virtue soars. For, Oh, Gustavus, 
My soul is dark, disconsolate and dark ; 
Sick to the world, and hateful to myself, 
I have no country now ; I've nought but thee, 
And should yield up the interest of mankind, 
Where thine's in question. 

Aug, See, my son relents ; 
Behold, X3 king ! yet spare us but a moment. 
His little sister shall embrace his knees. 
And these fond arms, around his duteous neck. 
Shall join to bend him to us. 

Christ. Could I trust ye 

Arc, I'll be your hostage ! 

Christ, Granted. 

Gust, Hold, my friend. 

[Here Arvida breaks from Gustavus, and passes 
to Christiern's Party, while Augusta 
and Gustava go over to Gustavus. 

Aug, Is it then giv'n, yet giv'n me, ere I die 
To see thy face, Gustavus ? thus to gaze. 
To touch, to fold thee thus ! — My son, my son ! 
And have I liv'd to this ? It is enough. 
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All arm'd, and, in my country's precious cause, ^ 
Terribly beauteous, to behold thee thus ! 
Why, 'twas my only, hourly, suit to Heav'n, 
And now 'tis granted. O my glorious child, 
Bless'd were the throes I felt for thee, Gustavus f 
For from the breast, from out your swathing bands 
You stepp'd the child of honour. 

Crust, O my mother ! 

Aug, Why stands that water trembling in thy 
eye? 
Why heaves thy bosom ? Turn not thus away, 
'Tis the last time that we must meet, my child. 
And I will have thee whole. Why, why, Gustavus, 
Why is this form of heaviness ? For me 
I trust it is not meant ; you cannot think 
So poorly of me : I grow old, my son. 
And to the utmost period of mortality, 
I ne'er should find a death's hour like to this. 
Whereby to do thee honour. 

Gust, Roman patriots ! 
Ye Decii, self devoted to your country !^ 
You gave no mothers up ! Will annals yield 
No precedent for this, no elder boast 
Whereby to match my trial ? 

Aug, No, Gustavus ; 
For Heav'n still squares our trial to our strength. 
And thine is of the foremost — Noble youth ! 
Ev'n I, thy parent, with a conscious pride, 
Have often bow'd to thy superior virtues. 
Oh, there is but one bitterness in death, 
One only sting 

Gust, Speak, speak ! 

Aug, Tis felt for thee. 
Too well I know thy gentleness of soul, 
Melting as babes ; ev'n now the pressure's on thee. 
And bends thy loveliness to earth — Oh, child ! 
The dear but sad foretaste of thy affliction 
Already kills thy mother — But behold, 
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Behold thy valiant followers, who to thee. 
And to the faith of thy protecting^rm - 
Have giv'n ten thousand mothers, daughters too ; 
Who in thy virtue yet may learn to bear 
Millions of freeborn sons to bless thy name. 
And pray for their deliverer — Oh farewell ! 
This, and but this, the very last, adieu ! 
Heav'n sit victorious on thy arm, my son ! 
And give thee to thy merits ! 

Christ, Ah, thou trait'ress ! 

Aug. See, Gustavus, 
My little captive waits for one embrace. 

Gttst. Come to my arms, thou lamblike sacrifice \ 
Oh, that they were of force to fold thee ever, 
To let thee to my heart ! there lock thee close, 
But 'twill not be ! 

Jn\ Hear me, thou most dear Gustavus ! 
Thus low I bend my pray'r, reject me not : 
If once, if ever thou didst love Arvida, 
Oh leave me here to answer to the wrath 
Of this fell tyrant. Save thy honour'd mother, 
And that sweet lamb from slaughter! 

Gust. Cruel friendship! 

Christ. And by my life I'd take thee at thy word, 
But that I know 'twould please thee. 

Aug. No, gen'rous prince, thy blood shall never 
be 
The price of our dishonour. Come, my child ; 
Weep not, sweet babe, there shall no harm come nigh 
thee. 

Christ. 'Tis well, proud dame; you are return'd, I 

see 

Each to his charge — Here break we off, Gustavus 5 
For to the very teeth of thy rebellion 
We dash defiance back. 

Gust. Alas, my mother ! 
Grief chokes up utt'rance, else I have to say 
)Vhat never tongue unfolded Yet return, 
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Come back, and I will give up all to save thee ; 
Thou fountain of my life ! 
Dearer than mercy is to kneeling penitence. 
My early blessing, first and latest joy ; 
Return, return, and save thy lost Gustavus ! 

Christ, No more, thou trifler ! 

Avg, Oh, farewell for ever ! 
[Exeunt Chrjstiern and his Party. GustavuS 
and his Party remain. 

Gust. Then she is gone Arvida! Anderson! 

For ever gone Arnold us, friends, where are ye ? 

.Help here, heave, heave this mountain from me — Oh— 
Heav'n keep my senses ! So We will to bat- 
tle ; . 

But let no banners wave Be still, thou trump ! 

And ev'ry martial sounds that gives the war 
To pomp or levity ; for vengeance now 
Is clad with heavy arms, sedately stern, 
Resolved, but silent as the slaughtered heaps 
O^er which my soul is brooding. 

Am. O Gustavus ! 
Is there a Swede of us, whose sword and soul 
Grapples not to ihee, as to all they hold 
Of earthly estimation ? Said I more, 
It were but half my thought. 

And, On th^e we gaze. 
As one unknown till this important hour ; 
Preeminent of men ! 

Siv. Accurs'd be he, 
Who, in thy leading, will not fight, and strive, 
And bleed, and gasp with pleasure ! 

And. We are thine. 

Am. Tho', to yield us up, 
Had scarce been less than virtue. 
, Crust. O my friends*! 
I see, 'tis not for man to boast his strength 

Before the trial comes ^This very hour, 

Had I a thousand parent s, all seem'd light, 
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When weigb'd against my country ; and but now, 
One mother seeni'd of weight to poize the world ; 
Tho' conscious truth and reason were against her. 
For, Oh, however the partial passions sway, 
High Heav'n assigns but one unbiass'd way ; 
Direct thro' ev'ry opposition leads, 
Where shelves decline, and many a steep impedes. 
Here hold we on — tho' thwarting fiends alarm, 
Here hold we on — tho' devious syrens charm ; 
In HeavVs disposing pow'r events unite, 
Nor aught can happen wrong to him, who acts aright. 

[ExaaU. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I. 



The Royal Tent, near the Field of Battle. 

Enter Christina and Mariana. 

Christina. Hark ! Mariana, list ! — No — all is si- 
lent — 
It was not fancy, sure — didst thou not hear ? 

Mar, Too plain, the voice of terror seiz'd my ear, 
And my heart sinks within me.. 

Christina, Oh, I fear 
The war is now at work- • As winds, methought. 
Long born thro' hollow vaults, the sound approach'd; 
One sound, yet laden with a thousand notes 
Of fearful variation ; then it swell'd 
To distant shouts, now coming on the gale; 
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Again borne backward with a parting groan, 
AU sunk to horrid stillness. 

Enter Laertes. 

Laer, Christina, fly ! thou royal virgin, 
This morn beheld thee mistress of the north, 
Bright heir of Scandinavia ; and this hour 
Has left thee not, throughout thy wide dominions, 
Whereon to rest thy foot. 

Christina. Now, praise to Heav'n ! 
Say but my father lives ! 

Laer, At your command 
I went ; and, from a neighb'ring summit, view'd 
Where either host stood adverse, sternly wedg'd : 
Reflecting on each other's gloomy front. 
Fell hate and fix'd defiance — When at once 
The foe mov'd on, attendant to the steps 
Of their Gustavus — He, with mournful pace. 
Came slow and silent ; till two hapless Danes 
Prick'd forth, and on his helm discharg'd their fury : 
Then rous'd the lion ! To my wond'ring sight 
His stature grew twofold, before his eye 
All force seem'd wither'd, and his horrid plume 
Shook wild dismay around ; as Heav'n's dread bolt 
He shot, he pierc'd our legions ; in his strength 
His shouting squadron gloried, rushing on 
Where'er he led their battle — Full five times, 
Hemm'd by our mightier host, the foe seem'd lost, 
And swallow'd from my sight ; five times again. 
Like flame they issued to the light — And thrice 
These eyes beheld him, they beheld Gustavus 
Unhors d, and by a host girt singly in ; 
And thrice he broke thro' all. 

Christina. My blood runs chill. ' 

Laer. With such a strenuous, such a labour'd con- 
flict. 
Sure never field was fought ! until Gustavus 
Aloud cr/d, Victory ! and on his spear 

p 
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High rear'd th* imperial diadem of Denmark ; 
Then slacked the battle ; then recoiled our host ; 
His, echo'd, Victory ! And now would know 
No bounds ; rout followed, and the face of fight—— 
She heeds me not. 

Christina. O, ill starr'd royalty ! 
My father ! cruel, dear, unhappy father I 
SummonM so sudden ! JFearful, fearful thought ! 

Enter Christiern,^^!!?^ without his Helmet^ in Dit" 
order^ his Sword brokcy and his Garments bloody ; kc 
throws away his Sword. 

Christ. Give us new arms of proof — fresh horses- 
quick ! 
A watch without there — Set a standard up 
To guide our scattered powers ! Haste, my friendis, 

haste ! 
We must be gone — Oh for some cooling stream, 
To slake a monarch's thirst ! 

Laer. A post, my liege, 
A second post from Denmark says 

Christ. All's lost. 
Is it not so ? Be gone. 



Give me a moment's solitude — Thought, thought, 
Where wou'dst thou lead ? 

Christina. He sees me not — Alas, alas, my father ? 
O, what a war there lives within his eye! 
Where greatness struggles to survive itself. 
I tremble to approach him ; yet I fain 
Would bring peace to him — Don't you know me, sir ? 

Christ. My child ! 

Christina. I am. 

Christ. Curse me, then! curse me! join with Heav*!! 
and earth 
And hell to curse! 

Christina. Patience and peace 
Possess thy mind ! Not all thy pride of empire 
E'er gave such bless'd sensation, as one hour 
4 
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Of penitence, tho* painful — Let us hence — 
Far from the blood and bustle of ambition. 
Be it my task watch to thy rising wish. 
To smooth thy brow, find comfort for thy cares, 
And for thy will, obedience ; still to cheer 
The day with smiles, and lay the nightly down 
Beneath thy slumbers. 

Christ, Oh! thou all that's left me ! 
Ev'n in the riot, in the rage of fight. 
Thy guardian virtues watch'd around my head. 
When else no arm could aid — for thro' my ranks, 
My circling troops, the fellGustavus rush'd ; 
Vengeance ! he cry'd, and with one eager hand 
Grip'd fast my diadem — his other arm. 

High reared the deathful steel suspended yet ; 

For in his eye, and thro' his varying face. 
Conflicting passions fought — helook'd — he stood 
In wrath reluctant — then, with gentler voice ; 
Christina, thou hast conquer'd! Go, he cry'd, 
I yield thee to her virtues. [Exeunt, 

E«^^ GusTATus, Anderson, Arnoldus, Sivard, 
SfC, in Triumph, Gustavus advances^ and the rest 
range themselves on each Side of the Stage, 

Gust. That we have conquer'd, first we bend to 

Heav'n ! 
And, And the next to thee ! 
AU, To thee, to thee, Gustavus ! 
Gmt, No, matchless men! my brothers of the 
war ! 
Be it my greatest glory to have mix'd 
My arms with yours, and to have fought for once 
Like to a Dalecarlian ; like to you, 
The sires of honour, of a new born fame. 
To be transmitted, from your great memorial. 
To climes unknown, to age succeeding age, 
Till time shall verge upon eternity, 

r 2 
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And patriots be no more- 



Am, Behold, my lord, 
The Danish prisoners, and the traitor Peterson, 
Attend their fatc^ 

Gust, Send home the Danes with honour, 
And let them better learn, from our example, 
To treat whom next they conquer, with humanity. 

j4nd. But then, for Peterson ? 

Gust, His crimes are great; 
A single death were a reward for treason ; 
Let him still languish — Let him be exil'd, 
No more to see the land of liberty. 
The hills of Sweden, nor the native fields 
Of known, endear'd. Idea. 

And. Royal sir, 
This is to pardon, to encourage, villains ; 
And hourly to expose that sacred life, 
Where all our safety centres. 

Gust, Fear them not. 
The fence of virtue is a chiefs best caution; 
And the firm surety of my people's hearts 
Is all the guard, that e'er shall wait Gustavus. 
I am a soldier from my youth ; 
Trust me my friend. 

Except in such a cause as this day's quarrel, 
I would not shed a single wretch's blood. 
For the world's empire ! 

Am, O exalted Sweden! 
Bless'd people ! Heaven ! wherein have we deserv'd 
A man like this to rule us ? 

Enter Arvida, leading in Christina, he run^ to 

[Gustavus. 

Gust, My Arvida! 

Arv. My King ! O hail ! Thus let me pay my 
homage. IKnecls. 
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Christina. Renown'd Gustavus ! Mightiest among 
men ! 
If such a wretchy the captive of thy arms. 
Trembling and aw'd in Uiy superior presence, 
May find the grace, that ev'ry other finds, 
For thou art said to be of wond'rous goodness! 
Then hear, and Oh, excuse a foe's presumption, 
While low, thus low you see a suppliant child 
' Now pleading for a father ; for a dear. 
Much lov'd, if cruel, yet unhappy father. 
If he with circling nations could not stand 
Against thee single ; singly, what can he 
When thou art fenc'd with nations ? 

Crust. Ha ! that posture ! 

Oh, rise surpris'd, my eye perceiv'd it not. 

I've much to say, but that my tongue, my thoughts 
Are troubled ; warr'd on by unusual passions. 
Twas hence thou hadst it in thy power to ask 
Ere I could offer — Come, my friend, assist, 
Instruct me to be grateful. O Christina, 
I fought for freedom, not for crowns, thou fair one, 
They shall sit brighter on that beauteous head. 
Whose eye might awe the monarchs of the earth, 
And light the world to virtue My Arvida ! 

Arv. 1 read thy soul, I see the gen'rous conflict, 
And come to fix, not trouble, thy repose. 
Could you but know with what an eager haste 
I sprung to execute thy late commands ; 
To shield this lovely object of thy cares, 
And give her thus, all beauteous to thy eyes ! 
For I've no bliss but thine, have lost the form 
Of ev'ry wish that's foreign to thy happiness. 

Gust. Alas ! your cheek is pale — ^you bleed, my 
brother ! • 

j4rv. I do indeed — to death. 

Gust. You have undone me : 
Rash, headstrong man ! Oh, was this well, Arvida ? 

[Tumsfrom him. 
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Aro, PardoDy Gustavus { mine's the common lot, 
The fate of thousands fall'n this day in battle. 
I had resolv'd on life, to see you blessed ; 
To see my king and his Christina happy. 
Turn, thou belov'd, thou honoured next to HeaVn, 
And to thy arms receive a penitent, 
Who never more shall wrong thee. 

Chist. OArvida! 
Friend ! Friend ! [Embraces him. 

Arc. Thy heart beats comfort to me! in this 
breast 
Let thy Arvida, let thy friend, survive. 
Oh, strip his once lov'd image of its frailtie^ 
And strip it too of evVy fonder thought, 

That may give thee affliction Do, Gustavus ; 

It is my last request ; for Heav'n and thou 

Art all the care, and business— -of Arvida. [Dia* 

Gust, Wou'dst thou too leave me ? 
Not if the heart, the arms of thy Gustavus, 
Have force to hold thee. 

Christina, O delightful notes ! 

That I do love thee, yes, 'tis true, my lord. 

The bond of virtue, friendship's sacred tie, 

The lover's pains, and all the sister's fondness ; 

But I have a father. 

If cruel, yet a father : 

Abandon'd now by ev'ry supple wretch, '. 

That fed his years with flattery. I am ail 1 

That's left to calm,to sooth, his troubled soul .( 

'To penitence, to virtue. [Exit, 1 

Gustavus looks after Christina, then turns and .« 

looks on Arvida — Anderson, Arnoldus, ( 

SfC, advance, \ 

Gust, Come, come, my brothers all ! Yes, I will 
strive 
To be the sum of every title to ye. 
And you shall be my sire, my friend revived, 



K 



SCENE I.] GUSTAVUS VASA. 6i 

My sister, mother, all that's kind and dear ; 

For so Gustavus holds ye Oh, I will 

Of private passions all my soul divest, 
And take my dearer country to my breast. 
To public good transfer each fond desire, 
And clasp my Sweden, with a lover's fire. 
Well pleas'd, the weight of all her burdens bear; 
Dispense all pleasure, but engross all care. 
Still quick to find, to feel, my people's woes. 
And wake, that millions may ei)joy repose. 
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